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Th  all  the  tAiTHfVL  IN  CHRIST 
J  £  S  U  S»  e/fiedalfy  thofe  xokom  the 
LORD  hoik  calkd  me  to  zvatch  avcr^ 
and  feed  nith  the  word  of  his  grace. 

Mr    lyiAASST  BufiTHAKN,' 

THE  folloMung  colleftion  of  fpiritual  and 
divine  Hvmns,  taken  from  various  Auihors, 
are  (as  a  fmall  cup  of  cold  water  humbly  prricnted 
to  you  in  the  name  of  our  LORD  JESUS 
CHRIST;  intended  as  a  means  to  refrem  your 
weary  fpirits  whilO:  in  your  pilgrimage,  through. 
this  howling  wildernefs  and  dreary  defert, 

Thefe  facred  fongs  want  no  recommendation.  ' 
TRUTH  carries  its  own  evidence  and  will  ipeak. 
for  itfelf.  I  fhall  therefore  only  add,-  that  accord-- 
ing  to  my  humble  opinion,  thele  Hymns  appear 
to  Die  very  excellent ;  they  contain  the  very 
narrow  and  ciTence  of  the  pure  undefiUd  gofpel  of 
JESUS  CHRIST:  and  are  moft  iwectly  adapted 
to  the  ftate  of  toery  one,  taught  of  the  muk  and  loudy 
frjusi  from  the  Uafl  to  the  greateft  m  God's 
houfe ;  and  in  (hert,  to  every  one  that  is  only  un- 
der the  ieaft  drawings  and  influences  of  ihe  HOLY 
COMFORTER^  the  SPIRIT  of  TRUTH. 

2-  \TV 
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In  chufing  andcolle&ing  of  them  (which  hath 
been  a  very  folemn  and  weighty  matter  with  me 
before  the  Lord)  I  have  lludied  to  pleafe  but  ONE; 
vi«.  THE  HOLY  Oi^E  of  Ifradi  IMMANUEL, 
GOD  with  US ;  in  doing  which  I  am  Cure  I  (hall 
not  difpleafe  thofe  few,  that  are  indeed  God's  peo- 
ple. And  therefore  I  don't  doubt  but  all  iuch  as 
are  truly  ftmple  in  heart,  and  poor  in  fpirit,  who 
look beyood  the  fiadnu  to  iht/u'^ fiance ^  and  have  a 
real  tajte  and  relijh  for  the  Juffenni^s  arid  death  of 
Jefos,  (from  whence  all  our  bleilings  flow  both  in 
time  and  in  eternity)  and  are  determined  to  know 
nothing  but  JESUS  CHRIST  and  him  crucifedy 
will  find  in  this  colleftron  of  Hymns,  fome  fwect 
and  favory  food,  fuitabie  to  the  vartoCis  flates  and 
conaitions  of  their  minds. 

The  voUime  i^fwelled  to.  a  much  lai^er  fizethan 
I  at  firft  intendeds  But  Providence  having  put 
in  my  way^  fomc  very  choice  Hymnsj  which 
appear  to  me,  truly  evangelical^  and  fuU  of  fweet 
heart-felt  experience;  and  which  at  the  (ametimeopen 
in  a  plain,  intelligible  manner  the /4?a^m>^  and  ejfcntial 
truths  in  the  holy  gofpej  r  I  thought  therefore 
thefe  Hymns  would  aniwer  another  valuable  end, 
and  might  be  fubflituted  in  the  place  of  many  religi- 
ous books,  which  in  general  treat  only  oixhe  theory 
of  the  goipel,  and  the  fentiments^ana^ctc/far  opi- 
nions, of  fallible  men  :#-and  therefore  rather  in- 
jure  than  edify  the  mind.  Thegreatefl  part  of 
thefe  hymns  haive.alce^idybeen  made  ufeoF  in  our 
tittle  lcc>eties^  which  God  hath  rem'^rkaJ?fy  owned 
and  bleflcd,  above  every  other  compodtion  or  col- 
Ie£lion  we  ever  met  with.  Befides  there  is  an  ^ni. 
i^ejik/  cdJJ  for  the  fame,  (many  of  which  are  ju(k 


(  ^  ) 

out  of  print)  which,  were  the  principal  motives  that 
Induced  me  to  publifli  this  edition. 

And  here  I  woald  beg  leave  to  drop  a  ferious, 
and  I  hope  dijtafonaik  word  of  advice,  to  you  zny 
dear  brethren,  altho'  it  may  feem  rather  foreign  to 
this  fubjed:,  yet  I  trufl  it  will  not  prove  altogether 
unprofitable.    And  that  is,  moft  earnefUy  to  re- 
commend to  your  ferious  ftudy  above  ev^ry  other 
book,  in  folenm  prayer  and  faith,  that  fo  much 
negled:ed,  but  truly   precious   book  of  God,,  the 
HOLY  BIBLE,  which  a/bwc  is  able  (through  the 
divine  teachings  of  the  Holy  Ghofl)  ta  make  you 
truly  wife   tofalvation.     And  by  which  alone  we 
mud  all  (land  or  fall,  in  that  aijful  and  tremendous- 
day,  "  when  God  (hall judge  the  world  jn  RIGHT- 
EOUSNESS by  THAT  MAN,   whom   he.  hath 
ordaiped.'**     And  therefore  ought  to  be  the  con- 
flant  Iludy  of  our  whole  lives. 

•Tis,  my  dfear  brethren,  "  the  fword  of  the 
Spirit,**+  the  only  weapon  the  enemy  of  our  fouls 
cares  for,  becaufe  it  alone  can  effeBually  deRroy 
his  kingdom ;  and  is  therefore,  what  every  foldier 
fighting  under  the  banner  of  Jefus  Chrifl,  (lands 
in  abfolute  need  of:  neither  can  he  by  any  means, 
fight  the  LORD'S  battles  without  it.  And  I  am 
fiilly  pcrfwaded,  that  if  this  two-edged  fword, 
THE  WORD  OY  GOD.  were  made  more  ufc 
.of,  IN  THE  SPIRIT;  air  our  moft  iubiie  and 
potent  enemies,  the  woild,  {le(h  and  devil  ^with 
whom  there  is  a  continual  war)  rauft  tnciilatly  fall 
before  us;  and  it  would  be  impoflible  we  could 
fail  of  viftory. 
But  let  us,  my  dear  brethren,  take  heed.     JRc- 

mtmhtr 
'  ^^^  ^y"'  3^'       f  £ph.  vi.  17. 
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mmkr  it's  tlife  fvord  of  THE  SiPKllTr  and  there- 
fore can  onfy  ht  haridlcd  ty  THE^  SPIRIT; 
whomfoevenr  therefore  xn^Hes  ufe  of  it  any  other 
way,  'and  attempts  to  hdndit  it  only  with  the  wi- 
thered hand  ot  carnal  reafon  and  worldly  Wif- 
doxn,  wUli  iArbilft  he  is  aiming  t:o  flab  hi^  enemy, 
only  wound  hi&  own  foul,  and  flay  himfelf,  Be- 
caafe  he  mpift  uniaimdahly  w'r'efl  the  fcriptures  to 
his  own  deixru6lion.  May  the  Lordi  theiefore, 
iny  dear  -brethren,  not  only  give  you  the  fword ; 
but  the  SPIRIT  of  TRUTH  alTo,  to  handle  it. 
Which  he  has  gracioufly  proinifed  to  do,  unto 
every  one  that  afks  him,*  And  (hould  any  be 
deiirous  (as  perhaps  they  may)  to  know  .under 
what  nkmc  I  pais  in  the  Chriftian  world,  and 
what  are  my  reli|;i6us  fentiments. 

To  the   firft  quedion,  I  would   anrwer,^that  L 
am  no  partizan^  neither  have  I   any  outward  con* 
iTe£lion  With   any  (e£l  or  party  now  going.     And 
therefore,  do  in  the  face  dif  the   whole  world, 
iijixwn  and  rifimnct^    every  particular  namt\    (by 
which   the  ,  profcflbrs   of  the  Chriftian  religion,, 
are  denomiua'ted)  but  that  very  antient  onc^  given 
to  the  firft   difttiples   of  Jefus*Chrift  at  Antioch^ 
yiz.  CHRIS  TI ANS.f     And  yet  at  the  fame  time 
i  love  all*,  and  ^ry  one,  of  every   denomination,, 
without  the  leaft  diflinftion,  that  take  the  wkoU 
bible  for  their  creed,  that  hold  THE  FAITH  in 
the  unity  6^  the  Spirit^  and  who  own   and  confefs 
by   the    Holy  Ghoft,  that  poor  weflw  MAN,  and 
dtfpifed  Nazarcne,  Jcfus  of  Nazareth,  to  be  their. 
LORI>ana  their  GOD,+    &c.  &c. 

And  fecoridly,  in  regard  to  fny  religious  fenti- 

ments 

»  .Mat,  vil,  1.1.     +  Afts  xi.  26.    %  John  xx.  a8.— Col,  ii.  9, 
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§ 

jduld  any  be  defirpus  of  knowing;^  I  wovl14 
sm  to  the  firft  hymn  in  this  colle&ionp 
icy  will  fee  all  the  fundamental  truths  of  thJev 

religiofi  (fome  part  of  which  is  expreilcil 
^y,  words  oif  fcripture)   the  real  fentiments^ 
leart,  and  the  fi-bftance  of  which,  J,  in  a, 
lain  manna*,  endeavour  to  teach  and  en* 
the  nainfe  of  the  Lord. 

havmg  delivered  the,  fentiments  of  my. 
nd  the  principal  reafons  for  publifhing 
leftion   of   hymns,    which    I  truft  were 

(inglenefs  of  heart  to  the  Lord  aUme^  from 

conviftion  of  his  will-  (otherwife  the;K 
LCVcr  have  beeq  printed  by  me.)  which  I 
'^s  fully  made  manifefl,  by  many  remarkar 
curring  providences,  befoi4:  t  attempted 
hem  to  the  prefs.  And  fUU  farther,  to 
rate  the  fame,  have  had  throughout  the 
a  teftimony  within  my  own  breafl,  that  the 
d  look,  M^ith  a  gracious  fmile^  and  was  not 
id  with  this  weak  and  feeble  attempt  to 
i  his  honour  and  glory,  which  yielcfs  me 
of  mind,  I  value  above  thoufands  of  gold 
er ;  yea,  millions  and  millions  of  worlds, 
ill  now  conclude  the  whole  with  calling 
ou  my  dearefl  brethren,  in  the  name  of 
If  Great  High  Prieft,  that  you  would  join 
upplicating  his  gracious  throne,  for^a  blef- 
on  thefe  precious  hymns,  in  the  few  fol- 
petitions  ;  which  I  truft  fpring  from,  and 
othing  but  the  real  and  genuine  feelings  of 
/orthy  bread. 

ORD  GOD!  Thou  mod  dear  and  precious 
NUEL!  Behold!  from  thy  mercy's  feat! 

thy 
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fhy -poor  vile,  unworthy  worm,  who  humbly  begs 
leave  lo  fall  proftratc  before  thy  dear  bleeding 
feet,  carneflly  deliring  to  prefent  to  Thee,  this 
little  book  of  hymns,  for  whofe  fake  alone  they, 
were  publifhed ,  befeeching  Thee  to  take  them 
hito  thine  own  hands,  and  give  them  thy  (pecial 
blefling,  and  Tprinkle  every  page,  verfe  and  line, 
with  thv  mod  precious  heart's  hlood  :  and  make 
ihcm  fweet  and  jalutary  food,  to  the  fouls  of  all  thy 
de^  people  ;  and,  an  univerfal  bleHing  to  thou- 
fands,  wheicver  they  (hall  come,  more  efptciaUy  io 
the  little  flock  thou  haft  called  me  to  labor  a« 
xnongfl  and  watch  over. — And  aH  the  praife  fhall 
be  sfitribed  to  thy  name  O  Lordi  For  thou  only 
art  worthy  to  receive  glory  and  honor,  and  power, 
for  thou  waft  flain  and  ha fl. redeemed  US  to  GOD 
bv  thy  blood;  to  whom  be  praife  and  dominion 
for  ever.    Amen  ! 

1  remain,  mod  dearly  beloved  brethren, 
Your  fouls  fincere  well-wifher, 
.And  ever  willing  lervant. 

Under  the  crols  of  Chrifi. 

Apjtxt  i0|   JTjt    1^ 


SPIRITUAL  and  DIVINE 


HYMNS. 


HYMN        L 

A  brief  confcflion  of  THE  FAITH,  of  a  true 
DifcipU  andfoUowtr  ofjEsvs  Christ. 

t   T^HE  do6b'ineof  our  dying  Lord, 

JL       The  faith  he  on  mount  Calv'ry  fcal'd, 
We  fign ;  and  ev'ry  ftcdfaft  word 

Within  his  teftament  rcotaVd^ 
We  firm  believe  ;  and  curd  are  they 
"Who  add  thereto,  or  take  away. 

s  And  now,  before  this  awful  crowd 

Of  brethren  militant  on  earth  i 
Before  the  firft-born  Church  of  God ! 

We  hearty  own  thcy^can^  birth  : 
^Wc  conftantly  confent  to  this, 
'Who  hath  not  CAri^,  is  none  of  his. 


(  o 

3  Alfo  to  blood,  we  thi^  maintain, 

That  none  are  righteous,  no  not  one^ 
But  thofe  for  whom  the  Lamb  was  flain, 

Who'rc  juftify'd  by  faith  alofte ; 
And,  whok)  in  hii  tiisimt  bcHevcs, 
Himfelf  and  all  Chrift  hath  receives. 

4  Our  works  and  merits  we  difclaim, 

We  trample  on  our  righteoufneft ; 
Our  holieft  a6lions  we  condemn 

As  dun^  and  drofs  :  and  this  confefs^ 
They  are  but  fand,  who  build  thereon. 
Deny  ^ndjlight  the  corner  ftpne. 

g  No  other  doftrine  dare  we  hear, 

But,  Chn&  alone  our  Saviour  is, 
To  aU  befide  we  ftop  our  ear. 

And  fhun  as  dangerous  herefies : 
This  truth  to  death  we  will  proclaimL, 
There  is  no  Saviour  but  the  Lamb. 

6  He  is  the  only  Lord  and  Gtdf 

Thtfulnefs  of  the  Three  in  one  : 
His  name,  death,  righteoufnefs,  and  blood. 

Shall  be  our  glory^  this  alone  : 
His  Godhead^  9Lnd  his  death  {haM  he 
Our  fong  to  all  eternity !  • 

7  On  him  we  venture  aH  we  have. 

Our  bodies,  fouls,  and  fpirits  too: 
None  will  we  afk  befide  to  fave. 

Nought  hut  the  Savioitr  will  we  know: 
This  wefubfcribe  with  heart  and  hand^ 
^jjgUsrd  thro'  grace,  by  this  to  Ibnd. 
^         ^^.  8  This 
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fi  This  now,  with  heaT'nfs  refplenddlt  ho^ 
We  echo  thrO'  the  church's  bounds; 
And  'midft  the  Heathen  make  our  hoAi^ 

Of  onr  Rsdcantrs  Uood  *nd  wmifids  : 
And  loud  like  many  waters  join, 
To  ihout  the  Lami^iho  Man  divine  I 

'9  By  this  our  mark  will  we  be  known. 
In  heav'n,  and  in  the  earth  abroad. 
That  ev'ry  do^rine  we  difown, 
And  ^i/'r^yat^i^,  and  Of'ry  Gody 
»But  Chrijl  Emmanuel,  and  that  faith 
Which  apprehends  his  bleod  ana  death. 


HYMN      IL 
The  real  and  genuine  fruits  and  effcEts  of  Saving  Faith. 

1  T^HE  (inner  that  truly  believes^ 

X     ^  And  trufts  in  hiscrucify'd  God, 
His  juftification  receives, 

Redemption  infull  thro*  his  blood  : 
Tho'  thoufands  and  thoufands  of  foes 

Againft  him  in  malice  unite, 
Their  rage  he  thro*  Chrift  can  oppofe, 

Led  forth  by  the  Spiiit  to  fight. 

2  Not  all  the  delufions  of  fin 

Shall  ever  feduce  him  to  death : 
He  now  has  the  mtncfs  within, 
United  to  Jcfus  by  faith. 

•^         A2  Ttt 
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This  Faith  fhall  eternally  fail 

When  Jefus  fhall  fall  from  his  throne : 
For  Hell  againft  6oth  mufl  prevail ; 

Since  Jefus  and  he  are  but  one* 

3  The  faith  that  unites  to  the  Lamb, 

And  brings  fuch  falvation  as  this, 
Is  more  than  mere  notion  or  name ; 

The  work  of  God's  Spirit  it  is* 
A  principle  a^ive  and  young, 

That  lives  under prejffure  and  load; 
That  makes  out  of  zoeaknejs  more  (Irong ; 

And  draws  the  foul  upward  to  God. 

4  It  treads  on  the  world  and  on  htU^ 

It  vanquifhes  death  and  defpair  : 
And  (what  dill  is  ftranger  to  tell) 

It  overcomes  heav'n  by  prayer ; 
Permits  a  vile  worm  of  the  duft 

With  God  to  commune  as  ^friend  \ 
To  hope  his  forgi  venefs  as  juft ; 

And  look  for  his  love  to  the  end^ 

■ 

5  It  fays  to  the  mountains,  depart, 

That  (land  betwixt  God  and  the  foul; 
It  binds  lip  the  broken  in  heart, 

And  makes  their  fore  confciences  xoholt; 
Bids  fins  of  a  crimjon  like  dye 

Be  fpotlefs  as  inow  and  as  white; 
And  makes  fuch  a  fmner  as  I 

As  pure  as  2in  angel  of  light. 
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A    5    ) 

M 

HYMN      III. C.  M. 

The  Jamt. 

1  T  X  THEREVER  faith  docs  juftify, 

V  V       It  puriAes  the  heart : 
The  pardon  ana  the  purity 
^^'n  hands  and  neuer  part. 

t  The  happy  date  of  pardon  doth 
An  holy  life  infer ; 
In  fubje^  capable  of  both. 
They  never funder*d  were. 

2  From  precious  faith,  a  precious  ftrife 

Of  precious  virtues  flow, 
A  precious  hearty  a  precious  life^ 
And  precious  duties  too. 

4  A  happy  finner  I  remain, 
But  (in  hath  lod  its  poxur ; 
Sin,  (iili  I  have,  but  Chriji  doth  reign. 
His  wounds  n\y  Jirength  and  totoW* 

c  No  heavy  yoke  his  precepts  provt, 
No  tirefome  load  impofe ; 
My  heart  now  EU'd  with  facred  love^ 
His  will  with  pleafure  does. 

6  To  boaft  of  faith  in  bonds  of  (in, 
Blafphemes  thy  Jefu's  name  • 
Believers  ftill  enflav'd  within. 
Put  thee  to  open  (hame. 

A3  6TW^% 


(    6     )• 

7  THoTe  fouTs,  Ivhom  faith  with  Chrift  unites, 
Arc  peaceful^  calm^  fererUj 
His  Spirit  in  fuch  hearts  reKdcs 
And  keeps  his  tenipte  qU^. 


HYMN      IV. C.  M. 

The  fame. 

1  A  yriSTAKENfouls!  that  dream  of  heav'n^' 
iVA     And  make  their  empty  boa  ft 

Of  inward  joys,  and  (ins  for^v'n,. 
While  they  are  ttavesto  luft. 

2  Vain  are  our  fancy*s  airy  flightSj 

If  faith  be  cold  and  dead  ; 
None  but  a  living  pow'r  unites 
To  Chrift  the  living  head* 

3  'Tis  faith  that  changes  aU,  the  hearty 

'Tis  faith  that  works  by  love, 
That  bids  all ^n/i// joys  depart, 
And  lifts  the  thoughts  above, 

4  'Tis  faith  that  coDquers  earth  and  hellf 

By  a  celeftial  pow*r; 
This  is  the  grace  that  fh all  prevail 
In  the  decidve  hour, 

5  True  faith  obejs  her  author's  will^ 

As  well  as  truft  his  ^race ; 
A  pardoning  God  is  jealous  ftill 
For  his  own  holincfs, 

6  When 


(    7    ) 

6  When  from  the  ciiife  he  fets  us  free, 

He  makes  our  n^^es  clean ;. 
Nor  would  he  Tend  his  SQn  to  be, 
The  miniiler  of  iin« 

7  His  Spirit j^ari^^j  our  frame. 

And  feals  our  peace  with  God ; 
Jefus  and  his  falvation  came 
By  water  and  by  blood. 


HYMN        V. 

The  ChriJliarCs  happy  Hfe. 

1    T  TOW  happy  are  the  men  who  know 
JLJL  The  Lamb  and  walk  with  him  below  ? 
How  happy  they  who  calmly  bear 
All  griefs  and perfecutions  here  ? 
And  fix  their  fteady  minds  on  him, 
Who  them  did  from  the  world  redeem. 

2  They  truft  the  Lord,  whofe  vocal  blood 
Saith,  All  things  work  together  for  good  ; 
Nor  murmur  they  when  crofs'dor  wrong'd, 
When  like  to  die,  when  life's  prolong'd ; 
But  quiet  under  all  go  on, 
And  iing,  Thy  will,  my  God,  he  done, 

3  In  thefc  our  Saviour  dwells,  and  is 

Their  ftrength,  and  righteoufnefs,  and  blifs; 
The  dove  fp reads  here  prolific  wings, 
And  here  the  peaceful  olive  brings  : 
In  hearts  like  thefe,  the  Father  God 
I«  pleas'd  to  'Aablifh  his  abode. 

A  4  4  The 


(    8    ) 

4  The  fear  of  death  isfarrcitfov'd, 
While  Jcfus  whifpers,  My  bclov'd ; 
And  cancels  fm,  tnen  death  each  views. 
As  ferpents,  when  their  ftings  they  lofe  r 
Nor  nakednefs,  nor  want,  nor  fword, 
Can  part  them  from  a  tender  Lord, 

5  If  they  poflefs  a  Joyous  frame, 

'Tis  well,  they  thank  the  Saviour's  name  j 
If  they  are  heavy ;  low  they  fit 
And  wait  refign'd  at  Jcfu's  feet : 
A.  peace  furpaiing  human  thought 
They  dill  enjoy  which  leaves  them  not. 

6  Often  I  tafte  this  liberty. 

And  O  my  God,  get  near  to  thee : 
I  foretafte  heav'n,  and  long  to  feel 
This  happinefs  abide  me  flill ; 
Or  leave  the  foolifh  world  and  prove 
The  fulnefs  of  thy  bli^  ab^ye. 


HYMN       VI, L.  M. 

The  TRUE  Bdiever*s  legacy. 

THE  name  of  Chrift,  hoW  fweet  it  founds. 
How  fweet  the  mention  of  his  wounds  j, 
How  good,  how  excellently  good 
Is  the  bare  name  of  J^u*s  blood. 

What  makes  it  fo  to  me  is  this  : 
All  that  is  Chrift's  my  portion  is  ^ 
I'm  his,  and  all  I  t'tr  ihall  be, 
And  all  he  has  is  made  to  mc^ 


(    9    ) 

)  Onvhat  a  great  eftate  liave  I, 
Aheav'n  to  all  eternity  ! 
Vm  rich  the  Lamb  hath  made  me  fo. 
Nor  would  \  greater  riches  know. 

4  0  law,  I  dread  thy  threats  no  more. 
Our  Saviour  yonder  paid  my  fcore ; 
His  blood  I  know  hath  hlottcd  all 
The  hand  againft  me  on  the  walL 

<|  The  promifes  I  glad  look  o'er. 
And  thankfully  the  Lamb  adore  ; 
For  when  he  dyM  he  made  his  will. 
And  thefe  his  legacies  reveal. 

6  His  new  eternal  teftament 

1  read,  and  much  fweet  time  is  fpent 
In  fearching  ev'ry  verfe  and  line, 
How  much  hy'jfeju*s  yrill  ismine* 

7  What  did  my  Saviour  at  his  death 
To  me,  unworthy  me,  bequeath? 
M  that  he  had,  his  mtrits^  bloody 
He  left  me  when  he  went  to  God» 

%  My  dear  Teftator  muft  I  blefs, 
And  wearing  his  pure  righteoufnefS) 
He  dy'd  and  left  mc  this  111  tell, 
Or  /  had  naked  went  to  htU. 

9  Men  fhall  not  be  dcceiv'd,  for  I 
Will  loud  declare  how  I  came  by 
My  fine  array,  my  purity, 
ril  fay,  nay  Saviour  left  it  mc. 


loO 


1  t 


(  »* ) 

i>  I    u^,  but  unloofe  my  tongue, 
\>t  I  \\.\KC  ih^ll  be  my  ceafelefs  fefig.f 
1  il  *ht  >  bow  black,  how  vile  I  am, 
1  li'W  tair  and  eomdy  in  tlie  Lamb* 

i  11  lini;  how  poor  I-  lately  was, 
Mow  Ud  I  fat  Deneath  the  cro(«s 
[ill  I  by  faith  ^held  thee  die, 
.\\i{\  now  how  rick,  how  ^/«ei  am  I. 


^P»T— ^« 


HYMN        VII, 
HU  muK  Believers^  Jlrangtrs  and  pUgrim^  on-^  earth. 

I    t  1  T^AYFARING  men  and  (bjourners 

V  V     Arc  we  who  feck  the  hcav'nly  fpheres, 
Nor  do  we  here  belong : 
Oui  certain  dwelling  place  is  where 
l  ho  Lamb'is  triumphant  hofts  appear, 
His  dear  redeemed  throng. 

%  Forget  not  this  while  thus  ye  fit 
To  reft  you  at  our  Saviour's  feet, 

Ye  family  of  God ; 
But  leaning  on  your  flaves  as  do 
FoOJT  travellers,  who  their  home  purfue, 

When  weary  on  their  road. 

3  Our  meetings  here. is  not  the  reft 
Rjemaining  for  us,  but  a  tafte  ; 
Yet  friends  a  little  while, 

mrney  more  and  we 
id  his  fabbath  fee, 
from  all  our  toil. 

4  Dry 


(  "  ) 

4  Dry  up  your  tears  ye  weeping  hoft. 
For  yonder  fee  is  Salem's  coaft, 

There  waits  the  happy  troop  ; 
The  army  of  our  brediren  there. 
Join  carncftin  our  feeble  pray'r, 

Lord  fill  the  number  up» 

5  Tis  but  to  ftay  a  few  more  days 

Ere  we  fhall  join  their  perfeft  praifey. 

And  like  them  Chrid  adore : 
Not  in  a  tabernacle  then, 
Nor  in  a  city  built  by  men, 

But  heav'n  for  cvermorc*^ 

&-  Go  on  in  peace  ye  little  flock, 
Before  us  moves  the  Lord  our  rock^ 

Of  which  the  Hebrews  drank, 
Nor  did  they  tire  in  all  their  road, 
So  ilrength'ning  was  the  my  flic  flood, 

Drink  friends  and  Jefus  thank, 

7  Drink  and  you  fhall  your  ftrength  renew, 
The  Lamb  prepares  this  flream  for  you, 

Draw  near  ye  thirfty  poor  : 
O  fellow-pilgrims,  drink  and  fing 
The  virtues  of  this  facrcd  fpring. 

And  God  the  rock  adore. 


■R 


HYMN.      VHL 

The  Pilgrim's  Song, 

ISE  my  foul,  and  ftrctch  thy  wings, 
Thy  better  portion  trace ; 


Rife 


(      »2      ) 

Rife  from  trahfttory  things, 

Towards  hcav'n,  thy  native  place. 

Sun  and  moon  and  (lars  decay, 
Time  (hall  foon  this  earth  remove ;. 

Rife  my  foul  and  hafte  away 
To  feats  prepar'd  ahove* 

2  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run, 

Nor  ftay  in  all  their  courfc  ;  ' 
Fire  afcending  feeks  the  fun, 

Both  fpeed  them  to  their  fourcc  ; 
So  a  foul  that's  born  of  God 

Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face^ 
Upwards  tends  to  his  abode, 

To  red  in  his  embrace. 

g  Ceafe,  ye  pilgrims,  ceafe  to  mourny 
Prefs  onwards  to  the  prize  ; 
Soon  our  Saviour  will  return 
Triumphant  in  the  ikies : 
*  Yet  a  feafon  and  you  know 

Happy  entrance  will  be  givenj 
All  our  farrows  left  below, 

And  earth  exchang'd  for  heaven. 


ri     Y     M     N         IX. C.  M. 

Sunday  Morning, 

WELCOME,  thrice  welcome  day  of  rcftl 
On  thee  our  Lord  arofe ! 
On  thee  he  burfts  the  bands  of  death}- 
And  triumph'd  a*er  his  foe» 


{    «3  ) 

■2  To  day  he  bids  the  faithful  reft, 
To  day  he  ihow'rs  his  grace ; 
Seek  ye  my  face,  (our  Lord  invites) 
Lord,  we  would  feek  thy  face. 

3  To  day  our  feet  fhall  tread  thy  courts, 

In  pray'r,  and  praife,  and  love ; 
O  may  our  works  be  offer'd  pure, 
As  thofe  by  fairits'above ! 

4  O  may  we  pleafe  thee  well  to  day. 

May  that  be^all  our  care ! 
Give  us  thy  grace  left  evil  thoughts  ~ 
Shou'd  mingle  in  our  pray'r. 

-g  Let  heaven,  propitious,  aid  our  fouls, 
Let  beav'n  in  pity  hear ; 
Come  with  us  to  thy  temple  Lord, 
And  we'll  adore  thee  here. 


HYMN        X. — -CM. 

Sunday   Neon* 

t    T3  LESS^D  be  thy  name,  immortal  King, 
X3     Of  all  the  nations  Lord  ; 
Whofe  love  provides  for  fainting  fouls 
The  cordial  of  thy  word. 

a  Lift  up  our  fouls  in  holy  zeal, 

Inflame  our  breafts  with  love ; 
Touch  our  unhallow'd  lips  with  fire, 
O  thou  anoiiHing.dove ! 


^  L«V9^ 


t    H  ) 

^  Leave  tlien,  my  foul,  the  things  of  eartli. 
With  God's  aflcmbly  join  ; 
Lo !  Heav'n  defcends  to  welcome  man 
To  cade  the  things  divine ! 

4 

I  come,  dear  Saviour,  lo !  I  come, 

Lord  oF  my  life  and  foul; 

I  come  difeas'd,  and  faint,  and  fick, 

Be  pleas'd  to  make  me  whol«. 

5  1  thirft,  and  fly  to  thee,  my  Lord, 
Thou  fountain-head  of  good  ; 
Filthy  I  come,  and  all  urK:lean, 
O  cleanfe  me  in  thy  blood  1 


HYMN        XL C.  M.    . 

Sunday  Evenings 

1   T   O !  Now  the  fun  declines  apace, 
X-J     The  holy  fabbath  flies  ; 
Come,  therefore,  letusclofe  the  day     , 
In  (acred  harmonies. 

St  When,  O  dear  Jefus,  when  (hall  I 
Behold  thee  all  ferene  ? 
Blefs'd  in  perpetual  fabbath-day. 
Without  a  veil  between  ? 

3  Aflift  me  while  I  wander  here, 
Amidd  a  world  of  cares ; 
Incline  my  heart  to  pray  with  love, 
And  then  accept  my  pray'rs. 

4  Releaie 


(    15   ) 

4~  Relcafe  my  foul  from  every  chain. 
No  more  hell's  captive  led, 
And  pardon  that  repenting  child 
For  whom  the  Saviour  bled ! 

5  Behold  the  ilreams  of  purple  gore, 
That  trickle  from  his  fide  ! 
And  pardon  that  repenting  ^hild, 
For  whom  the  Saviour  dy'd. 

'6  Spare  me  my  God;  O  fpare  the  foul. 
That  gives  itfelf  to  thee  ! 
Take  all  that  I  poiTefs  below, 
And  give  thyfelf  to  me. 

7  Thy  Spirit,  O  my  Father,  give 
To  be  my  guide,  and  friend  ; 
To  light  my  ways  to  ceafelefs  jOys, 
To  fabbaths  without  end. 


HYMN        XII. C.  M. 

Before  SermorL 

1  /"^  LORY  to  God,  who  gave  the  word ! 
V_T     And  bid  the  preachers  cry ; 
Who  caus'd  his  will  to  be  proclaimed. 

And  brought  falvation  nigh« 

2  Lord  ever  give  us  of  this  bread. 

And  grant  us  ears  to  hear ; 
if^earts  to  receive  the  heav'nly  feed,. 
And  bring  forth  fruit  with  fear. 

Z  TU>j 


(    16    ) 

3  Thy  fcrlpturcs  light  ourdarkfome  path, 
.    And  guide  our  fault'ring  feet ; 
Direft  us  in  the  living  way, 

And  to  the  mercy-feat. 

4  Fill  cv'ry  hungry  foul  who  cries, 

From  thy  cxhauftlefs  (lore; 

And  let  no  one  go  empty  hence. 

But  tailing,  pray  for  more. 

^  Let  all  thy  children,  Lord,  be  fed 
With  the  eternal  iworfi?; 
Be  wife,  and  ftronger  grow  thereby, 
Increating  in  the  Lord. 


o 


HYMN       XIII L.  M. 

The  earnejt  Seeker* 

What  a  world  of  doubts  and  cares, 
And  fins  before  my  face  appears ! 
How  many  paths  do  I  perceive ! 
Nor  know. I  which  to  choofe,  or  leave, 

8  Good  God !  direft  my  feet  aright,  , 
Throughout  this  long  Egyptian  night : 
My  foul  to  Canaan's  pafture  lead, 
There  let  me  hide  my  weary  head. 

3  Till  then  in  ftcret  calls,  and  pray'rs, 
By  inward  (ighs,  and  dreaming  tears, 
1*11  feek  thy  face  :  my  fearch  receive, 
.^  ■      O !  Let  me  fee  thy  face,  and  live. 
%  4  AW 


r  »7 ) 

4  Altho*  the  way  be  ftrcw'<i^*th  ^Uk^ 
Thou  haft  not  bid  me  feck  in  vam  t 
I'll  feck  —  if  ne'^r  the  blifs  be  gvf*n^ 
111  perifli  at  the  gate  of  heav'n. 

{  The  l^ord  haeh  (kicly  Seikye  wfifmin 
The  invitation  I  embrace  \ 
And  (hould  I  err—  Til  waiting^ fit, 
And  peri(h  at  my  Saviour't  ftet. 

6  My  mid-night  hours  Til  pafe  away^ 
Waiting  in  hope  the  Bridegroom's  ftay; 

*  And  bjegging  in  his  way  I'll  lie, 
And  peri (h  if  he  pafs  me  by. 

7  I'll  watch;    pa*haps>  my  Lord  may  come;^ 
If  back  I  turn,  hell  is  my  doom  : 

If  I  ne'er  find  the  fecred  road, 
I'll  peri/h  crying  out  for  God. 

8  The  foul  who  fecks  the  Lord  ihall  live  ; 
Seek,  O  my  foul !  my  fpirit  ftrive  \ 
Prav  loud,  if  he  denies  to  hear, 

I'll  perifh  ( if  I  mud )  in  pray'r ! 


HYMN        XIV. —L.  M. 
BtproacKdfor  CHkiST's/ake, 

X      A    H  !  my  dear  mafter,  now  I  fee 
xV  Thy  fcriptures  arc  fulfill'd  in  me; 
I  muft,    becaufe  I  own  thy  name, 
Take  up  my  crofs,  and  fuffer  fhamc. 

J$  Slanders 


^   (    tS  ) 

2  Slanders  on  flanders  now  I  hear^ 
Rebukes,  and  falfe  reproach  I  bear  ; 
I  am  the  fpdrt  of  all  the  throng, 

■  The  world*s  contempt,  the  drunkard's  fong* 

3  The  high,  the  lovr,  unlearn'd,  and  wifef 
Alike  my  foolifh  ways  defpife ; 

While  fuch  as  almofl  Chriflians  are| 
Condemn  my  way  as  too  fcverc* 

4  As  evil,  men  my  prefence  flee. 
Exclude  me  from  their  company ; 

My  foes,  and  friends  promifcuotis  blame^ 
And  fcarce  I  bear  a  Cnriflian'sname. 

5  O  my  dear  God,  be  thou  my  aid  I 
On  thee  let  all  my  hopes  be  ftay'd  j 
Mind  me  of  thine  eternal  crown, 

Nor  let  thcfc  trifles  call  mc  down«    .  ,     - 

6  Come,  bleffed  Bridegroom,  bring  my  day ! 
O  take  my  wifhful  foul  away  ! 

O  reft  me  on  thy  father's  throne, 
The  glory  (hall  be  thine  alone. 


HYMN        XV. C.  M. 

In  time  of  ptrftcution* 

1  "pROPHET,  and  teacher,  come  from  God, 
X       We  glorify  thy  word ; 
Who  cam'ft  to  kindle  fire  on  earth, 
And  fend  a  flaming  fword. 


(   «9  ) 

I  S^e,  Lord,  liow  Satan  fpoils  thy  tharch^ 
Thy  fcatterM  iheep  behold  ; 
Diftrefs  o'er*fprcads  the  people's  hearty 
And  fear  attends  thy  fold. 

^  Billows  of  fury  fright  the  fiock^ 
And  mighty  tempefts  fwcll ; 
Againft  us  man  with  man  combines^ 
And  aids  the  hofts  of  helU 

4  Fal(e  brethren  in  religious  formty 
Their  artful  malice  ufe ; 
Array 'd  like  (heep,  the  rav'nous  wolvet 
Thy  heritage  abufe* 

• 

j  Rife,  mighty  God,  maintain  thy  caufe, 
Hold  out  the  vi£h)r-s  crown  ; 
Strengthen  the  weak,  and  raife  the  hands 
Delpairingly  caft  down. 

6  Help  us,  O  Lord,  to  perfevere, 

And  more  than  conqu'rors  prove ; 
Affift  us  manfully  to  fight, 
And  triumph  in  thy  love. 

J  And  if  thy  will  fhouldcall  to  death^ 
We  know  thy  will  is  good  ; 
Increafe  our  ftrength,  and  we  fhall  ftrive, 
Refilling  unto  blood. 

8  Let  Heav'n  be  open  to  our  vie w> 
Tho'  ghaftly  death  appear ; 
Our  fouls  (hall  leave  the  world  with  joy^ 
And  tread  down  ev'ry  fear. 

fia  TK% 


{  »  ) 

9  The  c^pVun  of  the  holls  al^ve 

Prepares  our  dang'rous  way; 
If  God  b^  for  y^^  we  ii  lad 
Shall  furely  win  the  day. 

10  Let  Satan  thuixdier  in  his  houfi 

And  let  his  legions  roar  ; 
But  for  a  night  our  griefs  endure^ 
And  then  we  grieve  no  more* 

11  Be  thou  our  rock,  almighty  LordJ-y 

To  thee  ourfelvcs  we  yield  5 
Be  pur  faWatton,  oor  defence, 
Our  refuge,  and  our  fhield* 

12  If  thou  maintain  thy  childreos  nght| 

No  terrors  we  fhall  know ; 
Thy  will  be  done,  defcend  ye  rain^^ 
Ye  winds  tempeHuous  blow. 

13  Thro*  all  we  lift  our  longing  eyes, 

Wher^  faints  and  martyrs  feaft ; 
Like  them  regardlefs  of  our  lives, 
That  with  them  we  may  reft. 

14  How  morc'than  happy  all  their  fbuls 

Who  firm  for  Jesits  ftood  ; 
Boldly  confefs'd  his  faith  below, 
And  feal'd  it  with  their  blood. 

15  Worthy  art  thou  of  endlefis  pr^(<^, 

More  than  thy  fiints  can  give  ; 
Worthy  eternal  powV  and  (brengtb, 
And  bleSings  to  receive. 


{    Hi     ) 


HYMN    XVL-^^C.  M. 

&w?«  HYMNS/r^  thejivek  tries  our  Lord  utUrd 

on  the  crofs. 

1  Q EE  on  the  crofs  tny  SaV^iour  haA^s  ! 
O     All  red  with  gutWefs  blOod  ; 
Seven  flowing  ftreami  oF  purple  hue 
Compofe  the  healing  flood : 

8  Laden  with  wrath,  and  grievous  pangs, 
Seven  times  aloud  he  cries ! 
Now  knowing  all  things  W6te  fulfil'd, 
He  bows  his  head,  and  dies! 

Q  And  didft  thou  bleed  fcven  times  for  mc  ? 
1*11  weep  each  day  of  feven  ; 
I'll  imitate  thy  bitter  cries, 
And  ccaielefs  cry  toheav*ri  ! 

4  Thy  groans  Til  plead,  1*11  urge  thy  tears,. 
Perhaps  thy  love  will  hear; 
For  Oh!  unlcfs  thou  give, relief 
My  crofs  I  cannot  bear. 

m  1  cannot  juftly  call  thee  mine^ 
I  dare  not  as  I  wou'd ; 
for  I  alas !  am  all  impure, 
O  t  cleanfe  me  in  thy  bloodl* 


HYMN       XVII. 

•  ■  .    ' 

Uy  God  f  mjf  God  I  vfy  haft  thou  Jofjaktn  me  f 

t  TT  THY  bear  I  yet  the  Father's  rod? 
VV    Why  yet  forfaken  by  my  God? 
Say  Jufticc  — •  Muft  I  ever  mourn  ? 
Muft  I  for  ever  be  forlorn  ? 
Weep  then,  ye  fountains  of  mine  eye8> 
For  God  my  humble  fait  denies  ! 

a  Have  all  thy  mercies  found  an  end  ? 
Is  he  no  more  the  fianer's  friend  ? 
Hath  God  forgot  his  ufual  love  ? 
And  is  no  pity  left  above  ? 
Weep  then,  ye  fountains  of  mine  eye^, 
*For  God  my  humble  (uit  denies ! 

J  Will  God  be  gracious,  now  no  more  ? 
*    Or  flights  the  Lord  his  helplefs  poor  J 

Will  no  eii#eaties  now  prevail  r 

Doth  all  hts  former  kindnefs  fail  ? 

Weep  then,  ye  fountains  of  mine  eyc^ 

For  God  my  numble  fuit  denies  * 

4  Can  Jefu's  blood  no  more  atone  ? 
Will  God  behold  his  flaughter'd  fon  j 
And  hear  him  cry,  and  fee  his  fide, 
Nor  pardon  him  for  whom  he  dy'd  ! 
Weep  then,  ye  fountains  of  mine  eyes, 
^    fctf  God  my  humble  fuit  denies  J 


v  - 


^  Ekat' 


C  ^3   )      • 

5  Dear  Lord,  if-  mercy  be  in  heav'n, 
Let  mei-cy  to  my  foul  be  giv'n ! 
For  Jcfu's  fake  my  trouble  fee, 
And  let  his  fuff'rings  plead  for  me ! 
In  pity  hear  a  finner  cry, 
Nor  more  my  humble  fuit  deny ! 


HYMN      XVIIL C.  M. 

Father^  forgivs  them ;  /or  they  know  not  what  they  do, 

1   l^ATHER,  forgive  tfiy  froward  child ; 
Jl       Forgive  for  Jefu's  fake  ! 
Save  me !  O  favc  me  from  my  (in, 
And  from  the  burning  lake  ! 

• 

St  Sin  upon  fin  I  long  have  heap'd^ 
Led  captive  by  the  foe  ! 
O  pardon  me !  For  what  I  did, 
Father,  I  did  not  know  ! 

m 

3  E^er  fince  I  knew  thy  holy  will, 
I've  lov'd  to  go  alide ; 
Have  took  delight  in  vanity, 
And  pleas'd  myfelf  in  pride, 

^  Carelefs  of  heav'n,  and  Jefu's  love, 
I've  pafs'd  the  days  of  youth ; 
A  ftranger  to  the  living  faith, 
A  ftranger  to  the  truth. 

g  Loft  in  the  maze  of  carnal  mirth, 
Far  from  thy  peace  I've  gone ! 
O  faithful  Qicpherd,  bring  me  homCj, 
Seek  thy  returning  /on, 

54  .  ^\^i' 


f  M   > 

6  1  fee  my  fauhs,  I  fee,  and  cry  ; 
I  feel  the  heavy  load  : 
Godjudly  hides  away  hisfaeC) 
For  I  have  fled  from  God ! 

J  I  own,  I've  tumM  to  crooked  paths; 
I  own  it,  Lord,  and  grieve  ; 
Throughout  my  life  Pve  done  amifs^ 
Father,  my  nns  forgive  } 


HYMN       XIX C.  M. 

To  day  Jhalt  thou  be  with  me  in  Paradifi^ 

1  /^  Cou'd  I  hear  that  Saviour's  voice, 
\J     Who  fuffcr'd  on  the  tree  ! 
Once  hear  him  fay,  *  Thy  fins  arc  hid, 

*  For  I  have  dy*d  for  thee  f  ' 

Sk  Happy  that  thief,  thrice  happy  he, 
Who  afk'd,  and  was  forgiv'n  ! 
Afk'd,  and  the  fon  of  God  reply 'd^ 

*  To  day  I  give  thee  hcav'n  ! 

^  Behold  f  aiV,  and  feek,  and  pray  % 
But  cannot  vet  obtain  : 
Often  I  come  before  thy  throne. 
But  feem  to  come  in  vain« 

4  Remember,  O  remember  me  ; 
Mv  pangs  are  too  fevere ! 
My  fpirit  bows  beneath  the  weight, 
My  burdea  who  can  bear  t 


^. 


iVL^ 


(   »5   ) 

5  Haft  thoa  forgot  to  deal  in  \sytt  ? 
Wik  thou  be  pleas'd  no  more  f 
Muft  peace  for  ever  leave  my  bFeaft, 
And  dorms  be  ne'er  blo^n  o'er  t 

6  O  gracious  Saviour,  hear  my  pray'r. 
And  let  falvation  fhine  i 
Say  to  my  mournful  foul  rejoice, 
For  paradife  is  thine  1 


HYMN        XX. ^C.  M. 

Woman  i  Behold  thy  Son,  —« Son  I  Behold  thy  Mother^ 

I   TT'ATHER,  attend  my  Saviotir's  groans, 
X^      His  woe,  and  anguifh  fee  I] 
Behold  he  bleeds  to  heal  my  wounds, 
Behold  -he  groans  for  me  l- 

a  Father,  behold  my  Saviour's  pangs, 
And  hear  his  bitter  cries  I 
Tortur'd  for  me  hp  yields  his  breathy 
For  me  the  viSLim  dies. 

3  Father,  can'ft  tjiou  behold  thy  Son,. 

And  fee  his  grief  and  pain ; 
And  yet  forbear  to  pardon  him. 
For  whom  thy  Son  was  flain  \ 

4  For  me  he  left  hts  native  heav'n. 

Thy  bofom,  and  thy  throne ; 
Hear  then  in  his  beloved  name  t 
O  hear  me  in  tby  Son  I 


S^ 


(  a6  ) 

5  See  where  he  prays,  and  pleads  for  me  ! 

Why  hear'ft  thou  not  his  pray'r  ? 
Attend  his  cry,  and  all  his  fuit, 
Thou  God  of  pity  hear ! 

6  Jefu,  thou  all-atoning  Lamh, 

Vouchfafe  one  gracious  look ; 
O  turn,  and  fee  my  griefs,  and  teai% 
And  note  them  in  thy  hook ! 

7  Lord,  I  have,  forrowing,  fought  thy  face. 

In  public,  and  alone; 
Behold  me  iighing  by  thy  crof9. 
Saviour,  behold  thy  Son  ! 

8  Behold,  and  count  me  of  thy  flock  i 

And  from  thy  facrcd  fold, 
Tranflate  me  to  eternal  courts. 
Where  I  may  thee  behold* 


HYMN       XXI. C.  M. 

/  thirfi. 

I  T  Thirftj  the  holy  Jefus  cries, 
X     Thirds  for  his  Father's  peace ; 
Thirds  for  relief,  that  all  his  pangs,, 
And  tonures  all  may  ceafe. 

ft  He  thirds  that  men  would  turn  to  God^ 
And  tade  the  well  of  life; 
That  all,  who  feel  the  weight  of  fin^ 
Ja  bim  might  end  their  (trife. 


{  n  ) 

}  0  Lord,  I  thirfty  and  thirfty  faint^ 
Thy  healing  waters  give; 
Shew'me  the  living  (bream  of  bloody. 
That  I  aiay  drink,  and  live. 

4  0  lead  me  to  fal  vation's  well. 

Where  I  may  purge  my  ftn  ; 
0  when  (hall  I  its  virtue  feel ; 
O  when  ihall  I  be  clean  I 

5  I  third  for  peace,  and  cry  for  reft, 

My  fore  diftemper  heal ; 
O  quench  my  drowth  with  tender  lovn;^ 
Thy  flowing  ftrean^s  reveal ! 

C  I  long  to  tafte  the  love  of  God, 
To  tafte  the  milk  and  wine ; 
Come  Lord,  and  let  meprice-lefs  buy. 
And  live  the  life  divine  I 


H   -Y    M    N     XXII.— L.M. 
Father^  into  thy  hands  I  commend  myfpirii* 

\  T^HE  Lord  is  gracious,  come  my  foul, 
X       And  humble  lav  thee  at  his  feet ; 
To  him  fpread  open  all  thy  griefs, 

To  him  thy  ways,  thy  wants  commit. 

jt  Father,  I  give  myfelf  to  thee, 

Commend  to  thee  my  foul,  my  all  ^ 
My  laden  fpirit  feeks  thy  reft, 

And  waits  when  thou  wilt  hear  my  caW. 


(  c8   ) 

3  Lift  u-p  mine  CJres  eaft  oft  the  ground^ 
Uphold  my  feet,  and  raifc  my  hand&  I 
Dircft  my  fight  to  heaven's  gate, 
Direft  my  ftcp«  tJo  Canaan's  hnd!s»^ 

4- 1  fee  my  (hame,  and  and  diftrersM, 
Have  no  where  but  to  thee  to  fly^ 
To  thee,  whofc  mercies  hcver  fail,. 
To  thee  the  only  (uccour  nigK 

I 

5  Deny  me  not  thy  fetveftt  fuit^ 

But  let  me  fliare  the  Saviour'Ss  love ;. 
O  ftill  the  God  of  pity  r6ign  l" 

Still,  faiihful'to  thy  pxOmife  prdvie* 

6  If  ftill  thefe  heavy  nights  femaiii, 

Yet  let  them  end  in  joyful  day  i 
Lord,  work  thy  will ;  be  hcav*n  the  cnd^ 
Tho*  rough,  and  thorny  be  th6  way. 

7  Affure  me  of  my  part  in  thee, 

My  iDnly,  true,  and  faithful  friend  j. 
Then  will  1  wait  thy  wife  decree,. 
And  all  I  have  to  thee  commend* 


J—im 


HYMN       XXHL G.  M. 

It  is  Jimjh'di 

t  'T^IS  done  !  The  rocks  are  rent  ift  twsdtt^ 
JL       The  temple's  vail  \%  torn  I 
The  Saviour  dies,  his  parting  foUl 
To  didunt  realms  is  boitv^.. 


-        (    »9  J 

•  ^lisfnijh'd  I  The  itf^oA'&dcadf 
tit  cues  to  die  no  more  ; 
Dies,  that  the  fouls  of  mortal  mea 
Toheav'a  may  fwccfely  foar* 

J  He  dies  to  ihut  the  mouth  of  hell, 

To  lead  the  way  to  heav/n  ; 

Dies,  that  the  heavy  laden  foul 

May  afk,  and  be  forgiv'n! 

4  Jefu !  I  a(k,  O  hear  my  pray'rl 
My  Saviour,  God  the  Son  ; 
Forgive  my  (in,  my  pardon  (eal^ 
And  whifper  thou,  'Tis  done. 

^  My  drooping  fpirit  now  revive 
With  all  thy  quick'ning  grace ; 
Say  to  me,  « I  have  thee  redcem'd; 
'Tisftnifh'd!  Go  in  peace.* 

6  All  powV  19  thine  in  heav'n  and  earth, 

Speak  l>ut  the  gracious  word ; 
And  I  (hall  feel  falvation  flow, 
And  I  (hall  know  the  Lord» 

7  Touch  but  my  heart,  it  (hall  be  clean ; 

My  eyes,  and  1  (hall  fee ; 
Give  me  to  feek  thy  lovely  face, 
And  I  (hall  live  to  thee. 

6  Send  from  above  the  Holy  Ghoft 
Me  to  baptize  with  fire  ; 
That  all  mv  heart,  that  all  my  thoughts 
To  ihee  may  (lill  afhire* 


(  90  ) 


lit  ■■■■■»  1  I  ■  I* 


HYMN      XXIV. 
The  Love-Feast* 

IN  Jefu*s  name  out  fouls  we  bow^ 
We  meet  in  Jcfu's  name ; 
Come  Holy  Ghoit  within  us  now. 

Kindle  the  heav'nly  flame ! 
Come  with  the  joy  the  angels  know 

In  realms  of  blifs  above  ; 
O  come,  and  all  our  hearts  prepare 
To  keep  the  feaft  of  love ! 

Father,  Jehovah  !  God  and  Lord) 

Fulnefs  of  all  divine, 
Defcend,  and  feal  this  little  flock 

To  be  for  ever  thine ! 
Come,  let  the  children  of  the  Lord 

Thy  peace,  and  favour  prove ; 
O  come,  and  all  our  hearts  prepare 

To  keep  the  feafl:  of  love, 

Jefus,  the  Lamb,  for  finnets  ilain, 

The  faints  eternal  food ; 
Give  us  thy  flefh  to  eat  to^ay, 

And  let  us  drink  thy  bloods 
Come,  Prince  of  peace,  in  glory  come, 

All  prejudice  remove ; 
O  come,  and  all  our  hearts  prepare 

To  keep  the  feaft  of  k)ve» 


-% 


\C*oxfi^ 


(   8*   )  ' 

4  Come  holy,  hdy,  holy  Lord, 

From  heav'n  thy  lofty  throne ! 
Come  Thou  united  my  die  Threi^ 

And  join  us  all  in  one ! 
Pour  out  thy  bleflin^s  on  our  fouls. 

Come  thou  anointing  dove  I 
Come,  and  the  oil  of  gladnlfs  fhed^ 

And  we  &aU  feafl  in  love ! 


H    Y    N    M     XXV.— CM. 

Praift. 

1   13  LESS'D  be  the  Lamb,  whofe  golden  fleece 
J3     Hide^  all  our  evil  ways  ; 
The  Sun  of  Righceoulnefs,  who  rofc, 
That  we  might  fee  his  rays. 

ft  Eternal  glory  be  to  thee. 

Thou  fountain  head  of  love ; 
Let  all  the  earth  adore  thy  name, 
And  ev'ry  pow'r  above. 

3  Bleifing,  andpraife  to  Chrift,  the  Lord, 

Who  entcr'd  into  reft ; 
Who  banquets  now  with  all  his  faints, 
And  bids  us  to  his  fea(l« 

4  The  Saviour,  once  for  linners  (lain. 

Eternal  lives,  and  reigns ; 
Jefus,  the  merciful  High  Piieft, 
Our  advocate  remains.^ 


&tVie 


■  (  8»  ) 

J  The  tender  Shepherd  of  bur  foufa. 
The  High,  anointed  Pricft  ; 
Jefus,  the  humble  Son  of  Man 
Is  God)  for  ever  bleft* 

€  All  glory  to  his  healing  name^ 
More  than  we  here  can  give  $ 
Who  liv'dj  that  we  might  die  to  fiaj 
And  dy'd  that  we  might  live. 

y  Prepare  me  for  the  fqle/nn  hour„ 
When  I  muft<ifeafeio  livte; 
And  when  my  foul  is  eali'd  away, 
Do  thou  my  foul  receive. 


Ik 


HYMN       XXVL 

Another* 

1   T)  LESS  we  J^lus— only  he, 
J3  Our  Redeemer  (loops  to  be ; 
He,  for  our  falvation,  bled ; 
Firfl-begotten  from  the  dead, 

•  ft  While  in  death-like  fleep  we  lay^ 
While  we  all  were  gone  aftray, 
He,  our  Lord,  our  life  became^ 
He  rellor*d  us  thro'  his  name* 

3  Hail  !  Thou  Son  of  Ancient  day^j 
Hail  !  The  obje6l  of  our  praife  ; 
Eider  brother,  thou,  whofe  wings 
Healing  to  the  nation  brings*   . 


(  *8  ) 

%  ThcMi  art  worthy  to  rec^Wt 
Glory  more  than  we  can  givfc  i 
Thou  alone  art  (Irong  to  favci 
Thine  own  afm  (alvalion  gave. 

*  i  Chrift  alone  the  Witit-'^iefs  trod. 
Laden  witk  the  wrtth  of  God 
Vcntur'df  none  with  thee  to  jom, 
All  the  glory  fhall  be  thine. 

H    Y    M    N ,    XXVIL L.  M. 

Another.  - 

i  OOME,  let  us  fing  to  Jefu^sname, 
V>'  And  hltfe  the  author  of  our  peace  ^ 
Let  us  adore  our  Lord,  the  Lamb, 
Our  wifdom,  ilrengthi  aad  rig^oufnefs* 

i  Let  all  to  cele^brate  his  praife, 

Their  grateful  hearts,  and  lips  employ* 
And  all  the  remnarit  of  "our  days 
Declare  his  laving  pow'r  with  joy* 

J  O  let  the  record  of  xhe"  Lord, 

And  his  glad  tidings  be  bcliev'd; 
Sinners  give  ear,  and  be  reftor'd, 
Approach  in  faith,  and  be  received, 

4  Behold!  we  need  not  fear,  or  doubt. 
Our  debt  is  paid  in  Jefu's  blood  ; 
God  will,  in  no  wife,^  caft  us  out, 
PJ  taile,  and  prove  how  God  is  good  1 

C  ^hdk 


(  84  ) 

5  And  while  wc  feck  his  love  to  knQWy, 

Himfelf  {hall  meet  us  in  our  way  ;,  .  , 
Ri  vers  of  life  in  vis  (hall  flow 
Encreafing  to  the  perfed  day  ! 

6  Eternal,  wife,  and  gracious  God, 

Before  thy  people  hence  depart^ 
Us  fprinklea  with  thy  healing  bloody 
And  write  thy  gofpcl  on  our  heart* 

y  Confirm  thy  truth  in  ev'ry  hrcaft, 
The  witncfs  let  thy  fpirit  be  ; 
Confefs  us  thine,  and  let  our  red 
fie  endlefs  with  thy  faints,  and  thee. 


HYMN     XXVIII.— S.  M. 

Tht  Marriage  of  the  LAMB« 

PARTI. 

1  T    £T  us  be  glad,  and  (ing ; 
JLj  Let  joy  o'^rflow  our  breafl ! 

The  marriaee  of  the  Lamb  is  come ! 
We're  bidden  to  the  fcaft. 

2  The  new  Jerufakm^ 

The  Lamb's  efpoufed  queen, 
The  holy  city  of  our  God 

Comes  down  to  dwell  with  men ! 


■% 


s 


{   33   ) 

t  'Ho  more  die  Ibbrew  ^bes 

May  Salem*s  temple  fcek ; 
in  humble  hearts  the  Lord  refide% 

And  there  his 'glories  fpeak. 

4  The  promis'd  great  high  Priel^ 

AH  ftain'd  with  holy  blood, 
fiuilds  temples  in  the  fons  of  meq^ 

And  feals  them  fons  of  God. 

5  He  humblv  <^alls  them  friend^ 
Each  foul  his  ark  becomes ; 

The  peaceful  dove  with  ftlver  wings 
There  iheds  divine  perfumes^ 

6  There  Je(us  vnrites  his  law. 
His  kingdom  there  he  brings ; 

There  dwells  the  Lord,  the  Lord  of  Hofts  t^ 
There  reigns  the  King  of  Kings  1 

7  All  (hall  be  taught  of  God 
By  oracles  within ; 

No  more  of  man  (hall  man  enquirei 
Nor  be  a  Have  to  fin. 

B  This  ev'ry  captive  hear ! 

Forfake  the  fhades  of  night ; 
Arife,  and  watch,  and  feek  by  pray*r, 

And  Chrift  (hall  give  you  lights 


C  2  Tht 


(  34   ) 

£  And  while  we  feck  his  love  to  know,, 
Himrelf  {hallmeetusin  our  v/xy  ; 
Riversof  lifeinusfhill  flow 
Encreafing  to  the  perfeft  day  ! 

6  Eternal,  wife,  and  gracious  Cod, 
Before  thy  people  hence  depart, 
Us  rprinkled  with  thy  healing  bloody 
And  write  thy  golpel  on  our  heart. 

J  Confirm  thy  truth  in  ev'ry  hreaft, 
The  witnefs  let  thy  Tpirit  be  ; 
Confefs  us  thine,  and  let  our  retl 
Be  endlefs  with  thy  faints,  and  thee. 


HYMN     XXVIII S. 

T^Makriacb  ^the  LAMB. 
PART    I. 

1   T    ET  us  be  glad,  andfing; 

X-i  Letjoy  o'^rflowour  brcaft! 
The  marrlaec  of  the  Lamb  is  came  1 

We're  bidden  to  the  ^ 

s  The  new  Jtr«/a 

The  Lamb's  ef| 
TTie  holy  city 

Coibe&  ' 


(  84  ) 

5  And  while  wc  feck  his  love  to  knQWy, 

Himfelf  {hall  meet  us  in  our  way  ;.  , 
Ri  vers  of  life  in  vis  {hall  flow 
£ncrea{ing  to  the  perf  ed  day  ! 

6  Eternal,  wife,  and  gracious  God, 

Before  thy  people  hence  depart^ 
Us  fprinklea  with  thy  healing  bloody 
And  write  thy  gofpel  on  our  hearjU 

y  Confirm  thy  truth  in  ev*ry  hrcaft, 
The  witncfs  let  thy  fpirit  be  ; 
Confefs  us  thine,  and  let  our  red 
fie  endlefs  with  thy  faints,  and  thee* 


HYMN     XXVIII S.  M. 

Tht  Marriage  of  the  LAMB. 
PARTI. 

1  T    ET  us  be  glad,  and  {ing ; 
JLj  Let  joy  o'erflow  our  brea{t ! 

The  marriage  of  the  Lamb  is  come ! 
We're  bidden  to  the  fca{l:. 

2  The  new  Jerufakm^ 

The  Lamb's  efpoufed  queen^ 
The  holy  city  of  our  God 

Comes  down  to  dwell  with  men ! 
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5  And  while  we  feck  his  love  to  kno^, 

Himfelf  (hall  meet  us  in  our  way ;.  .  . 
Ri  vers  of  life  in  us  (hall  flow 
Encrealing  to  the  perf eft  day  I 

6  Eternal,  wife,  and  gracious  God,     * 

Before  thy  people  hence  depart^ 
Us  fprinkled  with  thy  healing  bloody 
And  write  thy  gofpel  on  our  hearU 

y  Confirm  thy  truth  in  ev*ry  hreaft, 
The  witnefs  let  thy  fpirit  be  ; 
Confefs  us  thine,  and  let  our  reft 
fie  endlefs  with  thy  faints,  and  thee* 


HYMN     XXVIII S.  N 

The  Marriage  (fthc  LAMB, 
PART    L 

1  T    £T  us  be  glad,  and  (ing ; 
JLj  Let  joy  o'erflow  our  breaft ! 

The  marriaee  of  the  Lamb  is  come ! 
We're  bidden  to  the  feaft. 

2  The  new  Jerv/aUm^ 

The  Lamb's  efpoufed  queen^ 
The  holy  city  of  our  God 

Comes  down  to  dwell  with  men ! 


{   3S   ) 

May  SalenCs  temple  fcek ; 
Ifl  ^^mble  hearts  the  Lord  rcfidc% 
-^d  there  his 'glories  Qpeak. 

4  '^e  promis'd  great  high  Pricl^ 

^U  ftain'd  with  holy  blood, 
Bttuds  temples  in  the  fons  of  mem^ 

^t^d  feals  them  fons  of  God. 

6  ^^  humblv  calls  them  fnend% 
^ach  foul  his  ark  becomes ; 
The  peaceful  dove  with  filver  wings 
^ere  (heds  divine  perfumesk 

6  There  Jeiiis  \mtes  his  law. 
His  kingdom  there  he  brings ; 

There  dwells  the  Lord,  the  Lord  of  Hofts  r 
There  reigns  the  King  of  Kings  1 

7  All  fhall  be  taught  of  God 
By  oracles  within ; 

No  more  of  man  (hall  man  enquirei 
Nor  be  a  Have  to  fin* 

8  This  ev'ry  captive  hear ! 

Forfake  the  flaades  of  night ; 
Arifc,  and  watch,  and  feek  by  pray'r, 

And  Chrift  (hall  give  you  lights 


C    2 
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5  And  while  we  feek  his  love  to  knoWf , 

Himfelf  fliall  meet  us  in  our  way  ;.  .  . 
Rivers  of  life  in  lis  {hall  flow 
Encrealing  to  the  perfed  day  ! 

6  Eternal,  wife,  and  gracious  God,     * 

Before  thy  people  hence  depart^ 
Us  fprinklea  with  thy  healing  bloody 
And  write  thy  gofpel  on  our  heart* 

y  Confirm  thy  truth  in  ev'ry  Wcaft, 
The  witncfs  let  thy  fpirit  be  ; 
Confefs  us  thine,  and  let  our  red 
Be  endlefs  with  thy  faints,  and  thee* 


HYMN     XXVIII S.  M. 

The  Marriage  of  the  LAMB, 
PARTI. 

1  T    £T  us  be  glad,  and  (ing ; 
JLj  Let  joy  o'erflow  our  bread ! 

The  marriage  of  the  Lamb  is  come ! 
We're  bidden  to  the  fcaft. 

2  The  new  Jerv/aUmj 

The  Lamb's  efpoufed  queen^ 
The  holy  city  of  our  God 

Comes  down  to  dwell  with  men ! 


8 


(   S5   ) 

'^  No  more  .die  Ikbrew  tribes 

May  Salem*s  temple  feek ; 
In  humble  hearts  the  Lord  rtfide^ 

And  there  bis  'glories  fpeak. 

4  The  promis'd  great  high  Priei^ 
AH  ftain'd  with  holy  blood, 

Builds  temples  in  the  fons  of  men^ 
And  feals  them  fons  of  God. 

5  He  humbly  6a\U  dicm  fnend% 
Each  foul  his  ark  becomes ; 

The  peaceful  dove  with  (ilver  viingt      ' 
There  fheds  divine  perfumes^ 

6  There  Jeius  unites  his  law. 
His  kingdom  there  he  brings  ; 

There  dwells  the  Lord,  the  Lord  of  Hofts  | 
There  reigns  the  King  of  Kings  1 

7  All  (hall  be  taught  of  God 
By  oracles  within ; 

No  more  of  man  (hall  man  enquirei 
Nor  be  a  (lave  to  iin. 

S  This  ev'ry  captive  hear ! 

Forfake  the  (hades  of  night ; 
Arife,  and  watch,  and  feck  by  pray*r, 

And  Chrift  fhall  give  you  lights 


C  2  The 
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5  And  while  we  fcek  his  love  to  know,, 

Himfelf  QiaUineetus  in  our  way  ; 
Rivers  of  life  in  us  (hall  flow 
Encrealing  to  the  perfeft  day  ! 

6  Eternal,  wife,  and  gracious  Cod, 

Before  thy  people  hence  depar^ 
Us  rprinkied  with  thy  healing  lilood. 
And  write  thy  gofpel  on  our  heart. 

y  Conftrtn  thy  truth  in  ev'ry  hreaft, 
The  witnefs  let  thy  fpirit  be  ; 
Confefs  us  thine,  and  let  our  red 
Beendlefs  with  thy  faints,  and  thee. 


HYMN     XXVIII S.  M. 

The  Markiagi  tfthe  LAMB. 
PART    I. 


dfing: 


I  Lctjoy  o'^rflowourb 
The  marriage  of  the  I       ' 
We're  bidden  to  d 


(   3S   ) 

J  Vo  more  the  Heinw  tribes 

May  Salem'%  temple  feek  ; 
in  humble  hearts  the  Lord  rcfide^ 

And  there  his  ^Lories  fpcik. 

4  The  promis'd  great  high  Prid^ 

All  Itaia'd  with  holy  blood, 
Builds  templei  in  the  fons  of  men. 

And  reals  them  fons  of  Cod. 

S  He  humblv  calls  diem  fiiend^ 

Each  foul  his  ark  becomes ; 
The  peaceful  dove  with  filver  wingt 

There  Ihcdsdivine  perfumes. 

6  There  Jefus  writes  his  law, 

His  kingdom  there  he  brings ; 
There  dwells  the  Lord,  the  LordoFHoStf 

There  reigns  the  King  of  Kiogil . 


7  All  ihall  be  taught  oF  God_ 
By  oracles  within  j 
^  Ko  more  of  man  ihall 
Nor  be  a  flave  to  fin. 


(  84   ) 

5  And  while  we  feek  his  love  to  know^, 

Himfelf  fliall  meet  us  in  our  way  ;,  ,  , 
Ri  vers  of  life  in  lis  fhall  flow 
Encreaiing  to  the  perfed  day  ! 

6  £ternal|  wife,  and  gracious  God,     - 

Before  thy  people  hence  depart^ 
Us  fprinklea  with  thy  healing  blood. 
And  write  thy  gofpel  on  our  heart* 

J  Confirm  thy  truth  In  ev'ry  hreaft, 
The  witnefs  let  thy  fpirit  be  ; 
Confefs  us  thine,  and  let  our  red 
Be  endlefs  with  thy  faints,  and  thee. 


HYMN     XXVIII.— -S.  M, 

The  Marriage  of  the  LAMB« 

PARTI. 

1   T    ET  us  be  glad,  and  fing ; 

JLi  Let  joy  o'^erflow  our  breaft ! 
The  marriaee  of  the  Lamb  is  come  ! 

We're  bidden  to  the  fcaft. 

a  The  new  JferufaUm^ 
The  Lamb's  efpoufed  queen, 

The  holy  city  of  our  God 

Comes  down  to  dwell  with  men ! 


^ 


(  3:5  ) 

Jl  No  more  .die  I&hrw  tribes 

May  Salem*s  temple  feck ; 
In  humble  hearts  the  Lord  rtfide^ 

And  there  his 'glories  fpeak. 

4  The  promis'd  great  high  Priei^ 
AH  ftain'd  with  holy  blood, 

Builds  temples  in  the  fons  of  mei^ 
And  feals  them  fons  of  God. 

5  He  humbly  calb  diem  fnend% 
Each  foul  his  ark  becomes ; 

The  peaceful  dove  with  (ilver  wings 
There  fheds  divine  perfumes^ 

6  There  Jeius  unites  his  law. 
His  kingdom  there  he  brings  ; 

There  dwells  the  Lord,  the  Lord  of  Hofts  | 
There  reigns  the  King  of  Kings  1 

7  All  fhall  be  taught  of  God 
By  oracles  within ; 

No  more  of  man  (hall  man  enquirei 
Nor  be  a  Have  to  iln. 

S  This  ev'ry  captive  hear ! 

Forfake  the  (hades  of  night ; 
Arife,  and  watch,  andfeek  by  pray*r, 

And  Chrift  fhall  give  you  lights 


C    2 


(  3^) 
7he  Second  PART. 

9  And  ye  devoted  fouls,^ 

Who  wait  the  Saviour's  fiay  ; 
Behold,  for  lo !  He  comes,  he  cbmesi 
Prepare  thd  bridegroom^a  way. 

10  See  By  hii9  conq'ring  hand 
The  Dragon  wounded  lies; 

Come,  trample  fearlefs  on  the  foe. 
And  fhare  a;  viQor's  prize  I 

11  How  hleft,  and  happy  he, 
Who  overcomes  the  bead; 

He  (hall  be  call'd  the  child  of  God, 
And  God  (h^U  give  htm  refti 

itf  He  ikv^d  by  Chrift^xim  fear. 

Shall  hidden  Marma'cat ; 
Shall  be  a  pillar  high  in  heav'n, 
And  take  a  cooq'rpr's  featl 

13  No  more  dl^li  he  have  paim. 
Sorrow,  or  fin,  or  ftnn  ; 

God  (hall  wipe  all  his  tears  away. 
And  give  him  en^lfsfs  life  1 

14  Wrapp'd  inpierp^tMaljoys, 
And  maik'd  'witb  J^u'simne, 

His  foul  fhall  pour  forth  praife  to  God, 
And  glory  to  the  Lamb ! 
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4  May  ye  in  Jefus  die. 

And  when  from  fkfh  releas'd^ 
Obtain  a  maualion  iil  the  iky, 

And  there  for  ever  icfk. 

g  Lord,  hearken  to  our  pray'r^ 
Thy  faithful  promife  mind ; 

Thofe  who  receive  us  kindly  herei, 
Permit  thy  heav'n  tQ  fina. 

6  While  tir'd  we  fcek  the  prizc,^ 
■     Refrelhment  they  afibrd  ; 
Let  not  their  foul^  in  any  wifcj^ 
Failof  a  iaiBt's  reward. 

J  Bring  near  the  jpyful  day^ 
When  we  again  ftiall  meet ; 

Where  fighs  and  forrows  flee  away, 
/it  our  Immanuel's  feet. 

8  Prepare  our  happy  place. 
Thither  our  wifhes  tend  ; 

O  !  lead  us  fafe  by  fov*reign  grace,. 
To  joys  that  n^ver  end. 


«*— w 
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HYMN      XXX.' C.  M. 

y^        Under  conviQionsm 

1  T  TEAR  me,  thou  dying  lamb  of  God  I. 
XA     Bccauie  of  fm  I  faint; 
'  O  let  thine  ears  confider  well 
Xlie  voice  of  my  comjpl^int* 


(   39    ) 

Open  the  fountain  of  thy  blood. 

To  mitigate  my  pain  ; 
Relieve  a  heavy  laden  foul. 

Nor  let  me  cry  in  vain  I 

s  Hear  me,  thou  bleeding  Saviour,  hear  I 

Wafh  me,  and  make  me  clean, 
Behold  me  on  the  brink  of  hell, 

And  lave  me  from  my  iin. 
Hafle  !   for  my  viienefs  weighs  me  down ; 

The  burden  I  fuftain 
Conftrains  me  to. entreat  for  help. 

Compels  me  to  complain. 

3  Hear  me,  Redeemer  of  the  world  I* 

If  thou  delay  to  hear ; 
My  guilty  foul  muft  fink  to  hcU, 

And  be  tormented  there  \ 
I  merit  everlafting  flames ! 

Nor  have  I  ought  to  plead  ; 
Yet  Jefus  fave  that  trembling  foul,' 

For  whom  thy  blood  was  (bed.        ^ 

4  Hear  me,  phyfician  of  the  Tick, 

Unpity'a  fee  I  mourn  ; 
Shew  me  thy  peace,  and  \tt  my  (bul 

A  fecond  time  be  born  ! 
Affume  thy  power,  creator  God  I  ^ 

And  change  my  prcfent  ftate  ;       ^ 
After  thine  image,  and  thy  will^ 

Again  my  foul  create.. 


HYMH 
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u  y  M  N^  XXXI — a,M^ 

Another* 

s    TESU^  g,ive  mercy  to  my  foulj 
J      Ifmercy  may  be  giv*n  ; 
For  O !  I  greatly  have  tranigrcSMi, 
And:  have  offended  heav^^ 

%■  Jefu,  I  had  not  dar'd^to  ftsf^ 
But  funk  to  hell  my  home^ 
Had  not  thy  vqke  th«  (innvr  calPd^ 
And  bid  the  wez^ry  €^jAi«i: 

J  Too  long,  alas  1 1  Iwure  refua'd,. 
I  made  too  long  delay  ;, 
Yet  let  my  fpirit  know  thy  peace^. 
Tho'  late  m  this  my  day. 

4  Shine  on  me,  O  thouf  moming-ftat,. 
Who  day  eternal  brings ; 
Rife  on  me,  Tun  of  righteoufnefs. 
With  healing  in  thy  wings  I 

g  Pour  forth  the  fountain  of  thy  blood. 
To  make  my  fpirit  whole  ; 
Let  all  thy  merits,  Lord,  defcend, 
To  purify  ray  fouK 

i  Forgive  my  finj.encreafemy  faith^ 
Aid  thro*  thy  tender  love^ 
Prepare  a  manfion  for  my  foul 
hi  realms  of  peace  above^ 

MYMJi 


H    Y    M    M      XXXII^— C..M;. 

Dijtr^s  (ffpiriU 

%  f\\  Who  will  pity  my  diftrcfs  ? 
\J    Wretcfe,  tiut  I  e'er  was  bora  ;. 
Pain'd  with  theabfence  of  my  peace,. 
Forfakert)  atrd  forlora  ^ 

S  My  (ins,  like  annies  in  arfiy, 
Againft  ny  foul  :q>prear ; 
And  oh  !  a  wounded  fpirit,  Lord^. 
What  living  man  can  bear? 

}  See,  gracious  God,  my  loft  eftate,. 
Difrob'd  of  ev'ry  joy  ; 
Sad  thoughts,  and  melancholy  (ighs. 
My  mourafdl  hours  employ  1 

4  I  call  to  heav'n  in  bitter  cries, 
But  hcav'n  denies  relief ; 
I  turn  to  man,  but  man  appears 
A  ftrangcr  to  my  grief  \ 

'g  Thou,  who  didft  feel,  thou  only  know'ft 
Th^  nature  of  my  pain  ; 
Thou  only  feeft  my  tecret  paogs^. 
O  fee  them  not  in  vain  i 

€  Return,  phyfician  of  my  foul, 
And  eafe  my  torUir*d  brcall: ! 
Four  water  on  the  thirty  ground. 

And  give  the  wjsai^  sieiU;  ^  . 

2  Eathcfi^ 


7  Father,  thy  will,  not  mine  be  dose;.; 

Y^t  O  my  fort-oWs'fec  I 
Saviour,  regard  my  helplefs  cry,   . 
And  hafte  to  fuccour  me ! 

8  Ganft  tho^.fbrget,  thou  man  of  griefs. 

Thy  fuff 'rings  on  the  tree  ? 
Remember  all  thofe  iuff'rings.  Lord, 
.  And  hafte  to  fuccour  me ! 

9  *Tis  now  the  prince  of  darkncfB.reijns,,. 

O  fave  me  from  this  hour ! 
OJefu!  caft'th'accufer  down, 
And  over-turn  his  pow'r. 

10  Support,  and  lead  me  in  the  way 

By  faints^and  martyrs  trod  ; 
Aflure  me  of  thy  fricndfliip  here. 
And  bring  me  fafe  to  God. 


HYMN      XXXIII. CM. 

Tht  Jamt. 

X  T  T  7EARY  of  thoughts  I  fit  me  down, 
V  V       Likq'qne  without  relief ; 
Like  one  forfook  by  ev'ry  friend, 
And  thus  I  vent,  my  grief. 

%  Alas,  my  God  J-  for  woe  is  me^ 
In  vain  I  feck  for  reft  ;- 
New  doubts  and  troubles  ftill  opprefs, 
AndT  croud  my  laden  breaft« 


(    43   ) 

2  Tew  footfteps  of  the  Lord  I  fee 
B)f  a  faint  glimmering  light ; 
Great  God  I  if  mercy  be  for  mc, 
O  !  lead  my  ipirit  rigl^t. 

4  Look  down,  if  Je^s  dy'd  for  me ;: 
If  thou  haft|lov*d  thy  Son ; 
And  let  the  fpirit  filling  hitn 
Direft  me  to  thy  thtone, 

■  I  own  the  {avoqris  too  great^ 
And  hafdly  dare  implore ; 
I  cannot  rife  to  buy  the  blifs, 
For  I  am  lame  and  poor^ 

6  I  nothing  have,  I  nothing,  am^ 
And  nothing  can  I  plead ; 
But  only  Jefus  dy'd  for  me, 
For  me  the  Saviour  bled. 

J  Till  thou  fhall  bid  me  go,  or  come^ 
I  will  for  help  entreat ; 
I  will  not  leave  thy  throne  of  grace^ 
But  perifli  at  thy  feet. 

8  Surely,  my  Lord,  thy  finlefs  veins 
Empty 'd  themfelves  of  blood; 
That  I  might  find  falvation  there, 
And  wa(h  me  in  the  flood. 


Ti-^U"^ 
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H    Y    M    N     XX]aV.r-»S«  &&» 

For  per/evtranceiA 

t  T^  TERN AL  Father,  hear ! 

Vj  And  fete  a  helpkfs  worm  ^ 
Shaken  by  cv'ry  blalt  of  wind,^ 

And  mov'd  by  ev'iy  ftonn» 

To  feck  thy  courts,  O  (^od^ 

My  foul  hath  jud  begun  ; 
And  fain  thy  wifdom  I  woa'd  ItnbWj. 

And  fain  would  find  thy  Sot*. 

2  But  many  terrors  rife 

To  crofs  my  narrow  road  ; 
So  that  I,  trembling,  hold  the  ploughi^ 

And  groan  bei^eath  the  load : 

Lefl  I  fhould  turn  afide. 

My  bread  is  fill'd  with  feat. 
And  left  perdition  be  my  lot, 

Amaz'd,  I  make  my  piay'r,. 

3  O!  ftiou'd'I  leave  my  fearch, 
Or  fall  from  hcav*nly  light ; 

Where  wou'd  my  endlefs  mafitioii'  be,. 

But  in  eternal  night  I 

How  fearful  fhou'd  I  die  ? 

How  bid  the  world  adieu  ? 
Or  (land  before  th^.  angry  Lord  ? 

Or  Jefu's  vengeance  view  i. 

4  If  I  (hou'd  carelefs  crr^ 
Or  ever,  fall  away,.    _    . 


How  (hou^d  I  meet  the  Lamb  of  iSodP 
Or  bear  the  judgement-day  P 
Dear  Jefus,  help  my  foul. 
And  hide  me  in  thine  hand, 

^Enable  me  to  bear  my  crofs. 
And  give  me  pow'r  to  ftaiuJL 

^  Only  my  fpirit  feal. 

And  lade  my  breaft  with  woe;^ 

Awake  ye  winds,  dcfcend  ye  rains, . 
Ye  floods  of  fbrro  ws  flow  : 
Saviour,  encreafc  my  gricf^ 
And  thicken  yet  my  cloud. 

Only  thro'  all  my  dxfmal  way^ 
Prepare  my  path  to  God, 


HYMN        XX^V. C.  M, 

SewaiUng* 

ft  T  Am  the  man,  whofe  eyes  have  fccn 
X     The  Lord's  aflll6ling  rod^ 
I  have  a  fon  of  forrows  been 
Before  an  angry  God. 

-a  I  long  have  groan'd  beneath  the  fm^ 

Of  guilt,  and  fear,  and  dread] 
A    nd  in  the  forrows  of  my  heart 

Have  many  prayers  made. 

^  O  bleffed  Advocate  between 
The  angry  Lord  and  man  ;. 
Procure  me  pardon  for  my  fin, 
^d  heal  me  of  my  p»in« 

4  Let 


{40 

4  Let  pity  on.  me  be  beftow'd^ 

I  faint  if  thou  delay  ; 
Reveal  the  virtues  of  thy  bloody 
And  put  my  griefs  away. 

5  O  be  not  always  wroth,  but  turn 

Thy  threat'ning  fury  by  ; 
Think  on  the  fufF' rings  thou  haft  borne^ 
And  hafte  to  hear  my  cry. 

€  I  a(k  not  life,  nor  wealth,  nor  eafe^ 
Nor  tranfitory  things; 
Lord  Jefus  fly  to  my  relcafe. 
With  healing  in  thy  wings* 


i.»i» 


HYMN       XXXVL 
Complaining. 

t    TESUS,  to  my  fuit  attend, 

J    Say,  art  thou  the  (inner's  friend  ? 
Then  on  me  thy  mercy  (hew. 
Then  let  me  thy  kindnefs  know. 

ft  Thy  own  Ibrrows  call  to  mind, 
When  thou  futfcr'dft  for  mankind ; 
Let  them  bind  thee  to  forgive 
One,  who  labours  to  believe. 

3  One  who  labours,  did  I  fay  ? 
Ah  1  who  labours  night  and  day ; 
Always  compafs'd  in  a  cloud, 
Always  banifh'd  from  my  God* 


^Oni 
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^|  O  my  Jfcfus,  turn,  and  fee ; 
View  the  griefs  that  lie  on  me  5 
Walrs  without,  and  fights  within^ 
All  occafion'd  by  my  fin. 

• 

5  Do  not,  Lord,  my  woes  forget, 
Mind  thy  crofe,  and  bloody  fweat : 
O  !  regard  thy  cries  and  tears, 
Think  upon  thy  groans  and  pray'rs. 

'6  Didll  thou  our  difeafes  bear  ? 
Didft  thou  our  temptations  Ihare  ? 
Pity  then,  O  pity  me  ; 
Friendlefs,  if  torfookby  thee. 

gr  Alks  my  Lord  what  I  would  have  ? 
My  immortal  fpirit  fave  : 
This  my  ftony  heart  remove, 
This  my  foul  renew,  and  prove. 

S  Saviour  lloop)  to  let  me  know 
All  thy  holy  will  below  ; 
Shew  me  all  my  fins  forgiv'n. 
Shew  my  place  prepar'd  in  heav'n* 

,0  Le^  ^  err,  or  turn  afide, 
Let  thy  Spirit  be  my  guide ; 
Lead  me  in  the  perfe6i:  road. 
Then  receive  me  up  to  God. 


HYMN 
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HYMN       XXXVIIv..-*4B.  I 

The  trembling  feeker. 

t   T   ORD,  I  i!M  poor,  and  w<si1pi 
JlJI     Soon  from  ifiy  i*«pe  >Cinio«'4i 
Help  me,  tlw  I  m»y  rigfctiy  fwki 
And  find  1  am  bclov-d. 

2  The  journey  is  too  hard, 
The  work  is  too  fevere  ; 

My  troubled  fpirit,  Lord,  reg^^rd, 
And  give  me  ftrength  to  bear, 

3  Without  thee  I  am  dc»d, 
Yet  fpeak  the  gracLou^  wori^ 

And  I  Aiall  raife  oiy  droopixtg  hc?d^ 
And  call  my  Jefis  Lord^ 

4  I  wou'd  thy  leifure  ftay, 

And  bear  thy  chaft'ning  hand  5 
The  only  thing  for  which  I  prayi 
Is,  that  I  ftill  may  (land. 

5  ButO!  without  thee,  Lord, 
I  nothing  right  can  <4c>i 

i  find  no  fweetnefs  io  the  ttroodt 
But  threats,  andck)i3ds,  widwoe* 

€  Attend  to  my  complaint, 
The  Tinner's  friend  and  mine  ; 

Hafte  tofupply  thy  fervant's  want, 
And  let -thy  prefence  fliinc» 


J  Saviour,  Be  near  me  ftill| 
And  make^  and  keep  me  pobir ; 

Whh  me  thou  art,  but  in  me  dwelli 
Andl  tin  dJk  tio xnore. 


H   Y    M    N     XXXVill .CM. 

JXtftirtum. 

J  ij  ETIJRN,  Redeemer,  O  rfctiirrt, 
iV    And  let  thy  bowels  move  ^ 
See  how  difcortfolate  I  mourn, 
Eftranged  firom  thy  love. 

t  Ah  Lord- !  I  know  my  faithlefs  heait  % 
How  I  have  flighted  thee! 
Yet  let  thy  fpirit  ne'er  depart, 
Nor  hide  thy  face  from  me* 

I  i^  I  have  abus'd  thv  tender  eare. 
Thy  fweet  .embraces  fled ! 
And  now  in' tears  I  make  my  prayV, 
And  guilty  droop  my  head* 

-4  Alas !  my  Lord,  hiy  tears  are  vain; 
See  Jefu's  healing  ftream*; 
Kegardhis  (brrow  and  his  pain. 
And  pardon  me  through  him. 

5  If  opibn'd  Were  his  wounds  for  fin 
And  peace  be  purchas'd  th'i^e  ; 
Then  let  my  foul  be  wafh'd  therein^ 
And  all  the  virtues  fhafe, 

D  6I^ifCf 
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6  Rife,  Lord,  and  let  thy  light  return  ■; 
O  be  not  abfent  long  ! 
Shine,  and  my  foul  (hall  ceafe  to  mourn, 
And  love  be  all  my  fong. 


HYMN       XXXIX. CM, 

Vifiting  tkejick* 

1  T3E ACE  from  the  Lord  falute  this  houfe^       ^ 
Jl       Arid  all  who  dwell  therein  j 

Eternal  peace  be  with  the  foul 
Corredied  for  his  iin. 

2  Skilful  phyfician  of  the  flock, 

The  icarcher  of  the  reigns ; 
Thou  know* ft  the  forrows  of  our  hearts^ 
Our  iickneifes,  and  pains* 

8  Then  haften  to  our  brother's  need, 
O  !  turn  thee  to  his  cry  ;     . 
Clofe  to  his  heart,  which  pants  for  thee. 
Thy  bleeding  lide  apply* 

4  Dear  Saviour,  lend  thy  gentle  hand. 

Support  his  fainting  head ; 

Thy  holy  fpirit  give  him  aid. 

Thy  love  make  all  his  bed. 

5  As  yields  the  outward  man  to  death. 

And  fenfe  and  life  decay ; 
So  let  the  inner  man  increafe, 
And  ftrengthen  day  by  day^ 
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If  thou  haft  not  already  fhewn, 

Now  fhew  his  fins  forgiv'n ; 
AfTiire  his  foul  thy  pray'rs  have  gain'd 

A  place  for  him  in  heav'n. 

-j^eyond  the  fkies,  when  fummon'd  hence, 

04  let  his  fpirit  foar, 
To  pleafures  at  the  Lord's  right  hand, 

And  joys  for  evermore. 


HYMN      XL C.  M. 

A  prayer  far  faitlu 

HAIL!  Alpha,  and  Omega,  hail! 
Author  of  all  our  faith  ; 
The  finifher  of  all  our  hopes, 
The  truth,  the  life, .  the  path. 

Hail !  Fir  ft,  and  Laft,  the  morning^ftar ! 

In  whom  we  live  and  move ; 
Encreafe  our  Httlcfpark  of  faith, 

And  multiply  our  love. 

O!  letusgofirom  ftrength  to  ftrength. 

From  grace  to  greater  grace ; 
From  one  degree  of  faith  to  more, 

Till  we  behold  thy  face. 

Let  that  belief  which  Jefus  taught,  v 

Be  treafur*d  in  our  breaft ; 
The  evidence  of  unfeen  joys. 

The  fubftance  of  our  reft, 

Di  fiThe 
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^  The'faith  delivier'd  to  his  faints. 
For  this  we  may  contend ; 
For  this,  whereby  our  Ibuls  are  fav'd. 
And  we  obtain  our  end. 

..  ■MWUM  ii^.fiiii         ■■III...         ■|«iipiii|i   IH«^)— ni^iKi 


HYMN       XLL— iC.  M. 
TheJbUmn  afftmbfy^ 

X  TOEHOLD!  we  meet  to  worlhip  God, 
X3     Let  ev'ry  foul  depart. 
Who  loves  not  Jefus  Chrift  alonei 
Nor  feeks  him  with  his  h^rt. 

t  But  ye,  who  wait  to  find  the  Lamb^ 
In  reverence  draw  near. 
And  liften  to  his  foft,  ftill  voice, 
The  Lord,  our  God,  is  here* 

3  Speak,  Jefui,  to  the  mourning  foul^ 

And  bid  its  terrors  ceafe  ; 
Say  to  the  fmoer  fclf*condemn'd. 
My  blood  hath  bou^t  thy  peace* 

4  Look  on  the  fearful,  fee  their  doubtii 

And  let  their  tears  be  dry  $ 
Support  the  fornt,  and  jet  them  hear, 
«  Be  not  afraid,  ?k»8  L'* 

y  Ancient  of  Days  delcend,  deicends 
Awake  Jehovah's  Son; 
Breath  into  thefe  dry  bones  thy  life. 
And  make  thy^God^^hcad  known* 
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o  bteTs^^the  people  thou  haft  IdvM^ 
Thy  faving  grace  be  nigh  > 

et  eanh,  and  hell,  and  ail  our  fin^ 
Before  thy  prcfence  fly. 


HYMN     XLII.— CM*. 

CkrifiumfdUiers. 

:  \  THERE  are  the  foldien  of  dnr  Loi4|. 
V  V      Who  are  oti  Jefo's  fide  ? 
/ho  bears  the  great*  Jehovah's  fword 

Againft  the  Dragon's  pride. 

ide  on,  and  tread  the  feipent  down, 

Preli  forward  to  the  prize  ; 
efus  holds  out  the  purchas'd  crown, 

And  beckons  from  the  ikies. 

c  ftrOng,  and  quit  yourfelves  Eke  men. 

Whoe'er  begins  the  war, 
[e  that  o'ercomcs  on  high  (hall  rcign,.. 

And  have  the  moming-ftar. 

ct  all  the  army  furely-know, 

\Vhat  great  rewards  are  giv'n ; 
p  ye  weak  fouls,  to  conq*ring  go, 

And  Jeiac  the  pris&e  of  hcav'n#^ 
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H    Y    M    NT    XLIII. L.  M.. 

■ 

/  defire  to  know  nothing  but  Chrifi^ 

1  TESUS,  thou  Son  of  God  moft  high, 

I      Who  knows  how  weak  we  are,  and  frail^ 
JUi  alt  temptations  (lill  be  nigh, 

And  help  us  left.our  faith  fhould  faiL 

9  Thou  feeft  our  wants,  and  all  our  needs, 

Our  ci6uds,  our  doubts,  our  griefs,  and  fSean  y 
O  let  our  captive  fouls  be  freed, 
And  far  remove  our  fruitlefs  cares*. 

2  Our  longings  after  thee  thou  know'ft,. 

Our  fervent  wifhes  to  be  bleft ; 
Deny  us  not  the  Holy  Ghoft, 

To  lead  us  to  thy  peaceful  brcaft.. 

4  We  afk  not  riches  (if  we  do, 

Turn  from  our  fuit,  Aor  hear  us  pray  ;}• 
Pleafures  and  hbnours  we  forego. 
And  only  feek  the  living  way. 

^  Tho'  hungry  here-,  and  thirfty  too,- 
We  clamour  not  for  earthly  food ; 
Hunger  we  muft  'till  Chrift  we  know, 
And  third  'till  we  have  drank  his  blood; 

6  We  feel  our  pover-ty  and  fhame. 

And  groan,  but  not  for  worldly  things; 
We  wou*d  be  cover'd  with  the  name 
And  fpirit  of  the  King  of  Kings, 
^  7  Hear 
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Lord)  and  our  petutons  grant,  * 
only  aik  a  place  in  heav'n  ; 
t  in  paradife  we  want, 
et  our  maniions  there  be  giv'n. 


I     Y     M    N      XLIV CM. 

True  pilgrims. 

^E  travel  home  to  endlefs  reft. 

Strangers  and  pilgrims  here,**' 
d  to  our  Saviour's  feaft, 
reign  for  ever  there, 

reet  enjoyment  here  below 
1  charm  our  fouls  to  ftay ; 
lints  fuperior  bleflings  know, 
lo  walk'd  in  Chrift^  our  way. 

h,  honours,  pleafures  we  reiign, 
lich  earth-born  fouls  deceive;. 
MTts  eternal,  things-  divine 
r  needy  fouls  relieve. 

igerous  way  we  have  to  pafs, 
th  fnares  on  every  fide  ; 
;ar  we  not,  almighty  grace 
r  weary  fteps  fhail  guide ! 

ate  of  heav  'n  wide  open  (lands, 

m  far  we  fee  our  home ! 

8  Jefus  fpreads  his  bleeding  handSj. 

{hew  that  there  is  room. 

D^  6  Part 
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6*  Part  of  our  hiaA\jdx^  gont !  ^ 
Let  hell,  or  men  dcfpife ; 
In  their  blefs'd  fteps  we  travel  on^, 
^iU  we  rsgain  the  ikies ! 

7  Weli  ftrive.*tin  wcpoffefe  the  crow»^ 
The  righteous  God  £ball  give  ; 
Nor  will  we.  lay  our  weapons  down, 
'Till  we  the  pcicp  receive  I  * 

8 'Still  will  we  run,  tho'  ftill  opprefs^d. 
For  heav'h  (hM  end  our  race ! 
Amen  I  and  may  we  never  reft,' . 
'Till  there  we  find  a  place  I 


HYMN      XLV,^ C.M,. 

The  triumph  qftki  chmrxh. 

1.    A  WAKE,  awake,  Jehovah's  arm  j; 
jCV     O  arm  of  God !  awake ; 
Rife,  out  oa  (Irength,  f poll  Rahab's  pridtif  , 
And  let  the  Dragon  quake* . 

2  Defcend,  as  is  the  ancient  time, 
As  in  the  fathers  day ; 
And  let  our  foufe,  rcdecra'd  from^hel)^ 
Thy  mighty  valour  praifc* 

g  Art  thou  not  he  that  dry'd  the  Tea, 
And  made  her  waves  obey ; 
And  thro'  the  deep,  and  Jordan^z  ftreama. 
Prcpar'd  thy  people's  way  ? 
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Tifeii  let  thy  ranfoni'd  i/roef  fiiou^ . 

Zionf  thy  God  adore  ; 
SorrowTy  and  figha  Ihali  flee  away, 

Aod  tears  iKall  be  no  niore» 

5^  Come,  ye  redeem'd,  return^  return, 
Let  praife  your  lips  employ ; 
Gladnefs  and  peace  fhall  crown  your  head^. 
And  everlauing  joy. 

&  The  Lord,  the  high  and  lofty  Lord .   - 
Shall  mark  uis  with  his  name ; . 
The  (acred  fhadow  of  his  hand 
Shall  cover  us  from  flume, . 

y-  Awake  Jctufalem^  awake, 

Drunken,  but  not  with  wine  ; 
Rife,  O  dejed:ed  city,  rife, . 

The  Lord  hath  call'd  thee  mine« . 

%  Thy  bitter  cup  ia  tura'd  away, . 
Let  all  thy  children  fing , 
Break  forth  in  fongs  abided  flock. 
Your  Maker  is  your  King. 

^  Awake,  O  Sion^  put  <«  (Irength, . 
Array'd  in  bridal  drefs ; 
Thy  Prince  attends  before  thy  gate,.. 
The  Lord,  thy  righteouiboa. 

lOi  Rife  from  the  dufl,  behold  the  light,. 
Thy  Marriage- Day  is  come; 
Prepare  the  way,  ye  virgin  train 
And.make.tbe  Bridegroom  room« . 

li  5  11  Atetvi 
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tt  Attend,  for  To !  his  feet  appears, 
Divine  his  meffage  fings  ; 
**  Sion^  thy  Cod  Ihall  reign  in  theej 
"  With  healing  in  his  wings." 


HYMN     XLVI a,M- 

1  /^OME,  O  Lord  Jefus,  let  me  plead  I 
V^      And  thou  my  pleadings  hear ; 
Thv  love  my  finfullips  infpire, 
Thy  love  accept  my  prayer. 

8  Then  give  me,  Lord,  a  filial  foul, 
A  tiuc  obedient  mind  ; 
A  heail  unll^^iri'd  by  vain  defires^ 
A  will  lo  thee  refign'd. 

3  \Vhate*er  delights,  a  foolifh  world- 

May  1  refute  to  fhare ; 
And  undifturb'd  purfue  my  way,- 
As  but  a  (Iranger  here. 

4  If  troubles  rack  my  laboring  foul,. 

Thou  Lord  remain  my  friend  ; 
Thou  be  my.  lot  when  time  (hall  ceafe,, 
And  grief,  and  pain  ihall:  end*. 

5  Rugged,  a^d  thorny  be  my  path, 

So  thou  uphold  my  head ; 
And  dark,  and  mournful  be  my  way^ 

Sothou  XByfpirit  leadt 

.  6  Aflift 
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6  Affift  me,  Lord,  to  perfevere- 
In  all  my  grief  and  pain ; 
O  make  me  faithful  to  the  end^ 
That  I  the  crown  may  gain. 

y  In  all  my  journey  to  my  Lord, 
Let  this  my  comfort  prove  ; 
That  thou  wilt  love  my  weary  foul 
With,  everlafting  love  !^ 

t  That  thou  wilt  let  me  know  thee  mine^ 
And  feel  my  (ins  forgiv'n  ; 
That  when  my  pilgrimage  is  o'er, 
My  foul  fhall  reft  in  heav'n  !. 


HYMN       XLVIL— L.M. 

The  Voict  of  thtSeoen  Spiritsk. 

s    T    £T  him  that  hath  an  ear  to  hear^. 
\  ^  Attend  the  fecret  of  the  Lord ! 
And  ye,  who  can  receive  with  joy 
The  biiisful  promife  of  his  word ! 
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Hail  conqueror,  thou  that  overcom'fl !. 
To  thee  a  facred  fruit  is  ^iv*n ; 
Thy  foul  the  Lord  himfelf  invites 
To  tafte  thetrec  of  life  in  heav'n  ! 

Blefs'd  warrior,  who  the  viftVy  gains,. 
Faithful  in  Chrift,  and  try'd  by  fire; 
For  thou  (halt  Tcape  the  fecond  death, 
And  find  the  crown,  thy  foul's  defire ! 
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4,  Viftbrious  foldier,  leap  for  joy. 
Hid  manna  (hall  become  thy  food; 
A  new  white  (tone  thy  breaft  fhall  bear^. 
All  written  with  the  name  of  God  1 

j|;  Thrice  happy  he,  who  valiant  provesy 
And  triumphs  in  the  myfiic  war; 
For  he  in  power  fhall  rule  theiands^ 
And  he  fliall  have  the  Mormino  StAX.| 

fc  Whoe'er  the  dreadful  batde  win«^ 
Freely  our  Lord  ihall  him  confefs  % 
The  book  of  life  fhall  bear  his  name^ 
His  raiment  Jefu's  fighteaufn^s  I ' 

7 ;  Hail  viffcor !  Well.belov'd  of  God, 
A  pillar  in  Jehovah's  throne  ; 
The  fccret  name  of  God  and  Chriftj 
Shall  feal  thee  his  adopted  ion ! 

8c  How  glorious,  who  the  conquefl  gains? ' 
Who  treads  the  way  our  Captain  trod  ; 
For  he  (hall  (hare  the  Saviour's  throne,.. 
•And  reign  triumphant  with  his  Cod ! 

9  Ye  fealed  fpirtts,  tafte  yourjoy; . 

The  heav'nly  words  in  tranfport  hear;^ 
But  ve,  who  choofe  delights  below, 
Toiearch  thefelacred  things  forbear. . 


HYMH^ 
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H    Y    M    N      XLVIII C.  M. 

An  inviUtion -to  Jtivt  Ghiiist. 
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RAW  near,  ye  fouls  of  human  race, 
And  hear  tne  Saviour's  fame-; 
His' blood  proicures  the  linners  peace, 
And  takes  away  their  fhame. 

s  Thro*  him  the  fpirit's  fill'd  with  woe, 
Eternal  joys  receive; 
And  they,  who  death's  fadfentence  know. 
In  him  for  ever  live. 

^ '  O  be  intreated  guilty  fouls. 

Nor  fpend  your  all  for  nought ; 
'Come  near,  ye  weak,  and  blind,  and  fools, 
He  will  not  caft  you  out. 

4  Rife  up,  be  reconcil'd  to  God, 
Together  let  us  llrive ; 
'Redemption's  found  in  Jefu's  blood. 
And  whofo  finds  (hall  live* 

i^  Defpife  the  former  joys  and  mirth, 
And  feck  the  heav'nly  prize ; 
&ek  pleafures  far  beyond  the  earth, 
.  And  baxiquet  with  the  wife. 


HYMN 
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HYMN      XLIX. C.  M. 

Longing  for  Glory. 

t   /^  When  (hall  I  with  God  appear, 
V^     And  in  his  prefence  fhine  I 
"When  Lord,  fhall  I  thy  fuppcr  fhare^ 
And  lofe  my  life  in  thine  ! 

2  My  body,  foul,  and  fpirit  longs 
For  everlafljng  day  I 
I  waiting  pafs  (with  mournful  fongSr) 

My  tedious  time  away  ! 

» 

g  Others  may  love  the  things  belowf, 
And  be  on  earth  content^ 
But  'tis  not  with  my  fpirit  fo, 
^        I  wail  my  banifhment  I 

4  Yet  if  the  holy  counfel  be, 

That  I  thiscrofsfliou'd  Isear:; 
Amen  !  Lay  what  thou  wilt  on  me, 
Only  my  God  be  near  ! 

5  I  wQu^d  not  murmur,  I  wou'd  wait 

Till  thy  falvation  come  ; 
Till  thou  (houldft  change  my  helplefs  Ilate^ 
And  bear  my  fpirit  home. 

i 

'6  I  long  to  leave  this  wretched  world ! 
To  btinq  let  on  thy  love  ; 
I  long  to  fee  my  Saviour's  face, 
And  all  his  goodnefs  prove  4 

7  Iloq[ 
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^ 

-7  1  long  to  flee  to  thee  my  Lord, 
Where  griefs  fhall  ail  be  o'er  ! 
^Vhen  I  (hall  fee  the  holy  land, 
And  mourn,  and.  weep  no  more, 

"8  To  fee  my  friends  the  faints  in  light, 
Arid  fuU  perfeftion  know  ! 
When  from  my  heart  in  ceafclefs  flreams 
yhe  well  of  life  (hall  flow  J  j 


HYMN.     L. L.  M. 

Tht  Beggar. 

EAR  Jefui,  the  eternal  door, 
For  entrance,  Lo  !  I  wait,  and  pray  i 
Like  BartimtuSy  blind,  and  poor, 
My  foul  fits  begging  m  the  way. 
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2  O  that  the  Lord,  by  love  con  ft  rained, 
Wou'd  Vifit  fuch  anone«as  me; 
"Wou'd  heaiken  to  my  fuit  unfeign'd, 
Open  my  eyes^  and  let  me  fee. 

3  Great  Mrd  i  ato  r,  Prince  of  Peace, 
For  me,  and  other  tinners  (lain  ; 
My  fpirit  from  the  curfe  releafe, 
And  let  thy  blood  diffulve.  my  chain. 

4  A  captive  to  the  world  I  am, 
A  flave  to  ev'ry  kind  of  fm ; 

1  own  my  fall,  confefs  my  fhame, 
And  come  to  thee  to  be  made  clean* 


6N< 
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'5  *N^  ^^^  ^^^  ^^^®  ^^  ^^  ^^^  Lord,  ^, 

Nothing  but  Jcfus  wou'd  I  ha  vc ; 
^Say,  Maft^r,  fay  the  gracious  word. 
Stretch  out  thine  hand,  and  touch^and  Uvt» 

C  Lord,  if  thou  Avilt,  thou  able  art 
To  make  me  white  as  Sahnon's  fnoW; 
At  oace-  renew  my  evil  heart, 
And  make  tne  holy  here  below* 

:y  This,  only  this,  my  Jclli  grant, 

And  write  my  name  with  thee  above; 
Nothing  in  earth,  orheav'n,  I  wisint; 
But  only  to  be  £ilM  with  love. 
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H  Y  M  N      LL iL.  M. 

Dejiring  to  be  t/pright. 

*t  r\  That  I  knew  my  Matter's  wilf! 
V-/     Knew  what  to  do,  and  what  to  h/l 
Knew  how  his  pieafure  to  fulfil! 
And  how  to  keep  theperfe6l  way! 

-^t  Teach  me,  my  God,  and  humbly  ftoop^ 
To  {hew  me  all  thy  gracious  mind; 
On  me  thy  Spirit's  light  lift  up. 
Nor  longer  lead  thy  (crvant  blind. 

8  Thee  orily  woii'd  Ipleafe,  my  Lord, 
From  all  myfelf  I  long  to'part ; 
'I  loath  myfelf,  am  felf-abhorr'd, 
Andvgriev'd  1  bear  ft  ftubbom  liieait 

4TH0 
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4  Thou  Icnow^ft  how  often,  at  a  ftand, 
1  reafon  what  thy  will  may  be  ; 
BetW' ecn  my  own,  and  thy  command» 
Siri  ftealsi  and  over-powers  me  ! 

^  Grant  mc  the  merit  of  thy  blood, 
And  I  (hall  truly  then  be  fav'd  I 
No  more  (hall  I  offend  my  God  ! 
Or  be  to  Satan  re-inflav'd  ! 

6  Only  thine  Holy  Ghoft  reveal, 

And  let  my  foul  by  thee  be  led ;    . 
And  all  thy  mind,  and  all  thy  will 
In,  and  by  me  {hall  be  obcy'd. 

■     ■'■■* 

HYMN       LII. L.  M. 

EmploymenU 

1  r\  Tfiat  my  labours  all  may  ceafe, 
vy  In  thee,  my  God ;  in  thee,  my  peace ! 
%y  all  I  do,  or  thinlc,  or  fay. 
Still  bring  mc  forward  on  my  way. 

3  I  know  the  path  thai  leads  to  God, 
^ith  trouble,  woes,  and  grief  is  ftrew'd ; 
Yet  rather  than  I  back  wou'd  turn, 
I'd  Wander  all  my  days  forlorn. 

3  Only,  dear  Lord !  prepare  jny  feat 
Beneath  my  bleffed  mailer's  feet ! 
The  meaneft  place  ihy  courts  afford,  • 
So  I  blhold  my  fmiling  Lord. 

K  4  Only 
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4  Only  above  prefcrve  my  crown, 

Let  friends  be  cold,  and  kinsfolks  frown ; 
No  worldly  wealth  fhall  court  my  care. 
Thy  prefence  only  wou'd  I  fhare, 

c  How  gladly  would  I  yield  my  breath, 
And  bow  my  ready  head  to  death ; 
If  thou  the  pard'ning  word  proclaim, 
And  mark  my  forehead  with  thy  na^me  j 

6  My  heav*n  is  thine-— if  thou*  would'ft  fay. 
How  gladly  wou'd  I  flee  away  ; 
Bleft  with  my  Saviour's  throne  in  view  ! 
How  joyful  bid  the  world  adieu  !. 


HYMN      Lin S.  M. 

Fear, 

1   /^UITE  weary,  near  to  faint, 
Va^  I  my  hard  lot  deplore  ; 

1  wou*d  myfelf  with  God  acquaint, 
But  *tis  not  in  my  pow'r. 

1  know  my  dang'rous  ftate, 
Still  carnal,  ibid  to  fin, 
Corrupt,  impure,  degenerate, 
Have  all  my  doings  been. 

2  How  many  gracious  days 
Have  I  mifpcnt,  and  loft  ? 

(Lov'd  to  frequent  unholy  way% 
And  made  of  fia  my  boaft  ?) 
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Alas !  thofe  days  are  gone, 
"Thofc  golden  days  are  o*cr ; 
Thcgofpel  year,  which  lately  (hoiie, 
*erhaps,  may  (hine  no  Q[\ore. 

8  01   %vhiiher  {hall  I  %> 

If  God  has  me  forfook  ? 
To  whom  may  I  for  mercy  cry  ? 

Or,  where  for  refpge  look  ? 

How  fhall  I  meet  the  Lord  ? 

Or,  how  his  anger  bear  ? 
When  I  (hall  fee  his  flaming  fword, 

And  banner  in  the  air. 

• 

4  when  by  the  trumpet's  found, 
The  dead  to  life  fliall  come, 

And  all,  who  flumber  under  ground, 
SHall  rife  to  hear  their  doom  : 
^'hcn  time  fhall  have  an  end, 
Whcnjefus,  in  aclpud, 

Shall  with  his  angel  hoft  defcend, 
And  with  "the  trump  of  God. 

5  OLord,  my  crimes  forgive, 

If  I  may  be  forgiv'n  ; 
And  with  thy  chofen  me  receive,  ' 
When  thou  (halt  come  from  hcav'n. 
Spare  mc,  in  mercy  fpare^ 
Wafh  me,  and  make  me  clean  ; 
And  fit  me  for  the  day,  when  here 
I  fhall  no  more  be  feen. 
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HYMN      LIV.— S.  M. 

Follow  me» 

1  O  ERVANTS  of  God  arifc, 
O  Awake,  and  underftand  ; 

The  world's  delulive  gifts  defpifc, 

And  look  to  God's  right  hand  :    . 

There  is  your  happy  place 

By  Jefus  Chrift  prepar'd  ; 
Ye  Ions  of  forrow,  and  of  grace 

There  is  your  great  reward.  ' 

2  Who  wou'd  be  here  content, 
Where  nought  but  troubles  flow  ; 

When  we  may  leave  our  baniftiment. 

And  endlefs  fabbath  know  ? 

Up  ev'ry  laden  foul, 

Ye  weary,  and  forlorn; 
Your  Father,  good,  and  merciful^ 

Invites  you  to  return. 

3  All  we  with  forrows  tir'd, 
Wou'd  fain  a  fabbath  find  ; 

The  heav'nly  land  have  we  defir'd. 

And  left  our  all  behind  : 

For  this  alone  we  look, 

For  this  alone  we  pray  ; 
And  in  the  dark,  as  men  forrook, 

We  tread  our  weary  way. 

4  Jefus,  the  pilgrim's  guide, 
Confider  our  diftrcfs ; 
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We  wander  in  a  defart  wide. 
And  mourn  without  redrcfs : 
Yet  if  it  be  the  way. 
If  we  may  find  thee  here. 

Thy  holy  pleafure  we  obey. 
And  humbly  perfcyere. 

^  If  hcav'n  may  be  our  reft, 
And  thou  our  ibuls  wilt  guide ; 

"We  afkno  more,  no  morerequeft, 
Nor  afk  we  ought  befide  ! 
Let  us  but  reach  at  lad 
The  palace  of  our  God  ; 

The  bitter  cup  we'll  gladly  tafle, 
And  run  the  rugged  road. 


HYMN      LV. C.  M. 

The  Prodigal. 

X  T  T  THEN  I  bewail  my  banifhment, 
V  V       How  all  my  pow'r  is  gone ; 
My  kingdom  loft,  my  graces  fpent,  ^r. 

I  thus  my  fall  bemoan. 

2  Sighing, I  fay  what  fhall  I  do? 
For  1,  tho*  heaven-born, 
No  more  ray  royal  (late  may  know; 
How  can  I  choofe  but  mourn ! 

Q  My  Father's  houfe  with  joys  abound. 
There  endlefs  pleafures  flow  ; 
"While  I  in  pining  want  am  found, 
Feeding  on  hulks  below. 

E  3  4  And 
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4  And  muft  I  ever  thus  remain 

Banifli'd  my  Father's  home  > 
,  Return,  my  foul,  go  back  dgaiHi 
In  fin  no  longer  roam. 

5  Perhaps,  my  Father  may  forgive, 

I  will  arife,  and  fee; 
Who  knows,  but  he  may  ftill  receive 
A  fon  fo  vile  as  me ! 

6  Unworthy  to  be  call'd  thy  child, 

Lo !  1  approach  thy  throne  ; 
Lord,  if  thou  wilt  be  reconciled, 
Embrace,  and  kifs  thy  fon. 

7  Give  me  not  up  to  juft  defpair. 

My  rebel  ftate  I  mourn ; 
Return,  and  hear  a  finner's  pray'r. 
Father,  at  laft  return, 

8  My  garments  rags,  and  figleaves  arc; 

Take  off  the  hateful  drefs; 
Bring  the  beft  lobe,  let  me  appear 
In  Jefu's  righteoufnefs. 

9  'Tis  all  I  afk,  I  cannot  reft. 

Till  thou  my  wants  relieve ; 
Father,  fulfil  my  late  requeft, 
To  me  my  Saviour  give. 


U 
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Y     M    N       LVI G.  M. 

Befort  preaching. 

i  CTRETCH  out  thine  arm,  eternal  Lord  I 
O     Thy  people  feck,  and  favc : 
To  day  let  rebels  be  reftor'd ! 
Open  the  finner*s  grave  } 

2  Enlighten  every  blinded  eve, 

While  truth  thy  mrnfMechrcs  : 
And  while  thy  wifdom  makes  her  cry, 
Give  to  the  people  ears  I 

3  Awake,  O  God,  convince  of  (in 
The  fouls  lock'd  up  in  death  : 

On  thofc  who  fteep  fecure,  unclean. 
Thy  quick'ning  fpirit  breathe! 

4  Awaken  all  our  (lumb'ring  land! 
Thy  will  aloud  proclaim  : 

^c*  ftubborn  fmners  be  conflraln'd 
To  bow  to  Jefu'S  name  ! 

5  Make  known  thy  everlafting  word  ! 
And  write  it  on  our  hearts : 

And  give  (what  thou  required  Lord) 
^^uth  in  the  inward  parts, 

E4  HYMN 
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HYMN     LVII. CM. 

The  fame. 

1  A   RISE,  O  God,  the  heavens  bow  ! 
jljL     And  condefcend  to  hear : . 
Regard  the  remnant  left  below. 

And  anfwcr  to  our  pray'r. 

2  We  afk  not  wealth,  nor  feek  we  eafc. 

Thee,  Lord,  we  want  alone  : 
O  make  our  heart  thy  refting  place, 
And  there  ereft  thy  throne  ! 

g  Slir  up  thy  pow'r,  thy  llrength  reveal. 
To  us  a  Saviour  come : 
Us  with  thy  healing  prefence  fill, 
Our  fouls  fhall  give  thee  room. 

4  Let  not  our  former  fins  prevent 
Thy  love,  or  make  thee  ftay  : 
latX  nothing  ftop  thy  fweet  defccnt, 
Dear  Jefus,  come  away  ! 

^  We  know  our  own  unworthincfs, 
Our  poverty,  and  fhame  : 
And  humbly  feek  our  health,  and  peace. 
In  thy  aufpicious  name ! 


H\ 
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HYMN     LVIII. L.  M. 

Another, 

^      I^HY  gracious  promife  Lord  wc  plead, 
"p-      To  many  generations  made, 
jj;  Here  two  or  three  fhall  joinin  pray*r, 
^^ufaid'ft,  lalfo  wiilk  there. 

*  j^  Jcfu's  name,  wc  meet  to-day  , 
*^Hy  pow'r  atnidfl:  us,  now  difpiay  : 
JjJ^^cw  ev'ry  heart,  and  kindly  move 
"*- o  change  the  ftony  into  love, 

Z  ^hate'er  thou  needful  fee'ft,  beflow ; 
*^^d  how  to  ferve  thee  rightly  Ihew  : 
*^fpire  our  thoughts,  affift  our  pray'r, 
^^d  humbly  bow  thine  ears  to  hear. ^ 

A  ^e  look  to  find  thy  Spirit  nigh, 
^ho  Ihall  our  every  want  fupply  ; 
^^ho  us  fhall  teach  to  know  the  Lord, 
^^Ifilling  all  thy  holy  word. 

S  without  thy  pow'r  we  only  fin, 
Atid  clouds  and  darknefs  rife  within: 
Without  thy  light  we  nothing  know, 
^or  any  thing  welUpIeafing  do. 

6  Send  thou  the  gift  fo  long  foretold, 
The  promis'd  leader  of  thy  fold : 
Pour  out  on  us  thy  righteoufnefs, 
Thy  changdelis  love,  thy  ftedfafl  peace. 
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7  We  all  our  wants  to  thee  commend, 
And  (hall,  till  here  our  warfaretnd ; 
Then  with  thine  hoftswill  we  adore 
Thy  grace  O  God,  for  evermore  ! 


HYMN       LIX.— CM. 

TheCaii. 

1  T  TO  ye  who  thirft  !  Who  fireams  defire 
JTX     Dray  near  and  waters  buy : 

Ye  wandering  fouls,  whom  journeys  tire 
Eternal  red  is  nigh  \ 

2  Lookto  thecrofs,  yethirfty  fee 

The  blood  of  Jefu's  fide  ! 
Beneath  the  (hadow  of  this  tree, 
The  weary  may  abide* 

3  Lo!  from  his  head  in  dreams  divine^ 

Flow  mingled  tears  and  blood  : 
Water  to  cleanfc,  and  blood  to  fign 
The  finner  born  of  God  1 

4  Mere  may  the  guilty  leave  their  guilty 

The  needy  falisfy'd: 
For  this  the  blood  of  Chrid  wasfpilt^ 
For  this  the  Saviour  dy  d ! 

5  Defpair  not,  O  ye  fallen  race  ! 

Ye  here  may  be  renewed  : 
And  born  again,  and  fav'd  by  gtace^ 
And  cleans'dizi  Jefu's  blood. 

HY 
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H    Y    M    N      LX.— — L.  M.  . 
Calling  or  inviting  finmrs^ 

1  ^^Y  Jefus,  Lord,  infpirc  my  tt)ng«e^ 
lArX  Thy  mercy, Dial  1  be  all  my  fbng  i 
'^o  all  i  know,  will  I  declare 
Tnc  riches  that  in  thee  appear, 

a  The  weary  fouls  will  I  invite, 
•And  ihofc  who  wander  void  of  light, 

*  o  come  to  thee,  to  thee  to  bow  ; 
'^hat  they  like  me,  thy  love  may  knQ\v« 

I     3  ^'^Itell  the  loft,  defpairing  poor, 

No  more  to  doubt,  to  fear.no  more  ;      * 

*  ^l  lay, /or  ;r^tt  Christ  Jesus  4V*^>  '    ' 
^y  Lord  for  you  tvas  cYucify^d. 

*  Sinners,  (of  whom  my  foul  is  chief) 
J^ho  groan,  opprefs'd  with  guilt,  and  grief, 
Who  bear  a  heart  more  hard  than  ftone, 
%  Jefu's  tears  fhall  melt  it  down, 

5  Ye  naked,  be  ye  not  afraid, 
Nor  ye  who  long  like  fheep  have  ftray'd, 
J^e  cloath'd  need  not  the  Holy  Ghoft, 
^orthofe  the  Lord,  who  are  not  loft. 

0  The  greater  fin ners  ye  have  been,  ^    -   ;^ 

^ctnore  your  guilt,  the  more  your  fin,  J 

The  more  you  want  the  Saviour's  grace,  ^ 
The  more  you  want  him  for  your  peace* 
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7  O  do  not  ftay,  to  Jefus  come, 

He  bids  me  tell  you,  there  is  room^ 
Room  for  the  vileft !  he  will  give, 
Nor  cads  out  any  who  believe. 

8  God  will  not  keep  his  Son  conceal'd. 
If  you  are  willing  tb  be  heal'd  : 
Who  ever  toitt  may  come  and  prove- 
The  height,  and  depth  of  heav'nly  love  ! 


HYMN       LXL- C.  M. 

Another* 

1  T  JP,  O  ye  flock !  ye  {heep  efteem'd  I 
'    U      By  Chrift,  the  Lord  of  all : 

Rife  up,  whom  Jefus  hath  redeem'd,. 
Ana  hear  your  ihepherd  call  ! 

2  He  bids  you  to  his  pafture  conity. 

Invites  you  to  his  throne: 
Ye  poor  infpirit  there  is  room 
For  you,  and  you  alone* 

3  To  you  loft  (heep,  who  long  have  flray'd, 

He  gracious  calls,  come  in : 
Come,  for  yjour  price,  your  debt  is  paid. 
You  may  be  fav'd  from  fm. 

4  Attend,  and  may  our  God  behold, 

And  meekly  ftoop  to  meet. 
And  give  the  kingdom  to  the  fold^ 
Now  waiting  at  his  feet. 
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HYMN      LXII. L,  M. 

AJitr  Sermon, 

\X^ TE'LL  join  to ble& our  gracious  Lord, 
▼  V    And  praife  him  for  his  holy  word ; 
^^,  who  like  (heep  have  gone  aflray, 
"  *vc  heard  the  Shepherd's  voice  to-day  !  . 

^c  come  Lord  Jefus !  O  receive 
^by  wand'ring  Lambs,  and  let  us  live  : 
^ur  guilt  wc'know,  our  lin  we  own, 
"^or  us,  O  let  thy  blood  atone ! 

'  /lliro'  thee  the  Lamb  for  finners  flain, 
Xet  us  be  reconcil'd  again  ; 
-Again  be  born,  in  thee  to  rife, 
1o  fharc  thy  Father's  paradife ! 

t    'We  now  confefs  thy  gofpel  true, 
Without  thee,  nothing  can  we  do  : 
Dcfcend,  and  with  ourfpirits  dwell, 
And  there  thy  love,  thy  peace  reveal, 

5   O  that  thou  would'ft  not  long  delay ! 
N6r  fend  us  empty  now  away  : 
We  hunger  Lord,  we  thirft  for  thee, 
And  muft,  till  thee  by  faith  we  fee. 

6  All  things  are  ready  I  Lord  come  in, 
Our  heart  and  head,  are  fick  of  lin  : 
Our  fouls  are  pain'd,  we  all  things  want, 
Come  dear  Phyfician.  or  we  fainll 
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HYMN     LXIII C.  M, 

On  the  Barren  Tree* 

1  A     Barren  tree  I  long  have  grown, 
XJL     Ah  !  very  many  years  : 

Yet  ftill  (thro*  mercy)  not  cut  down, 
Still  me  my  Maker  fpares! 

2  No  fruit  of  righleoufncfs,  or  good, 

I  to  my  Mafter  yield  : 
Nor  can,  till  water'd  with  his  blood, 
Till  with  his  Spirit  fiird. 

3  Juftly  e'er  now  \\\*  Almighty's  fword 

(For  this  my  barrennels) 
Had  cut  me  off;  but  O  !  my  Lord, 
Sav'd  me,  thro'  fovereign  grace. 

4  My  Jefus  to  his  Father  cry'd  ! 

To  fpare  th'  unfruitful  tree  ; 
And  often  fince  hath  ftrove,  and  try'd, 
With  vile,  ungrateful  me  ! 

5  Blefs'd  hulbandman,  whofe  grace  alone, 

Can  make  me  fertile  prove, 
Dig  round  about  my  heart  of  ftone, 
And  (lore  the  ground  with  love. 

6  Gently  cut  ofFthe  former  flock, 

And  graft  me  into  thee ; 
And  daily  from  the  living  rock, 
With  blood,  O  water  mc ! 


7  Rcmem^ 
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7  Rememb'ring  I  am  duft,  me  fpare 
A  longer  chain  of  days : 
And  all  the  fruit  that  I  (hall  beari 
Lord  order  lo  thy  praife ! 


HYMN      LXIV L.  M. 

On  Mary  the  Sinner, 

I   ^^^  That  my  finful  foul  might  fit 
V--/   Like  Mary  at  my  Matter's  feet! 
Like  her's,  my  tears  fhou'd  plenteous  flow, 
And  filence  fhou'd  declare  my  woe. 

ir 

t  When  Christ  todine  vith  Simon  came, 
The  fimple  maid  (forgetting  fliame) 
1  he  preacher  foUow'd,  and  went  in 
To  Simon's  houfe  convinced  of  (in. 

3  A  time  the  Lord  permits  her  tears, 
His  fno  wy  feet  the  torrent  bears  : 
i  While  quite  a  ftrangcr  to  her  pain, 

;         Simon  beheld  her  with  difdain. 

i 

i     4  He  wonder'd  why  the  holy  Lord 
[  Suffer'd  a  wretch  fo  much  abhorr'd ! 

To  touch  his  feet ;  and  dubious  thought, 

^Christ  aprophd  was^  or  net  ? 

Q  *Twas  then  Immanuel  kindly  (hew'd, 
How  finners  were  received  by  God  : 
Mov'dby  his  grace,  to  love,  and  favc, 
The  woman's  (ins  he  then  forgave. 

6  Dear 


(   8o   ) 

6  Dear  Master  Jesus  !  let  thine  eye 
Regard  my  fuit  and  mifery  ; 
Remit  my  fiti,  atid  hide  my  fliamc, 
And  much,  my  foul  fhall  love  thy  name* 


HYMN      LXV. L.  M. 

Oti  the  Sewer, 

1  "D  EHOLD  !  my  foul,  how  few  are  found^ 
X3  Who  have  the  feed  on  fruitful  ground  : 
How  many  ihoufand  fouls  receive 

The  gofpeUfeed*  yetdifbelieve ! 

2  Some  by  the  way-fide  hear  the  word. 
And  look  no  farther  for  the  Lord  : 
The  bufy  fiends,  like  birds  of  prey, 
Attend,  and  fteal  it  foon  away,* 

Q  Others,  as  on  a  rock  untiird. 

Receive  the  feed,  with  gladnrfs  fiU'd  : 
But  quickly,  lacking  deeper  root, 
It  dies  away,  nor  brings  forth  fruit.    ~ 

4  In  otherfome  the  feed  Is  fown, 
Whofc  land  with  thorns  is  overgrown  : 
Thefe  choke  the  word,  no  fruit  it  bears, 
But  withers  foon,  and  difappears. 

5  O  fower !  Jefus  fent  by  God, 
Soften  my  ftony  heart,  with  blood  : 
Pluck  up  the  thorns,  which  grow  in  me, 
Make  me  become  a  fruitful  tree. 

6Lefl 
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6  Left  Satan  fteal  away  the  word, 
\Vatch  o'er  me  with  a  flaming  (word ! 
In  mighty  pow'r,  O  drive  away! 
The  fiends,  who  wait  as  birds  of  prey* 

7  From  earthly  pleafures,  riches,  cares, 
Thofc  choking  ihorns,  thofe  fatal  tares, 
Deliver  me  ;  and  let  thy  grace 
Grow  up  within  me,  to  thy  pratfe  I 

8  Encreafe  the  breathing  of  thy  love. 
And  I  (hall  very  fruitful  prove : 
Nourifli  the  feed,  and  give  it  root, 
And  thou  alone  (halt  have  the  fruit. 


HYMN     LXVI. CM. 

On  the  Ten  Virgins, 

t  T^HE  Bridegroom  Chrift,  the  fimim  friend  f 
X       (A  voice  proclaims)  Oiall  come  : 
The  children  of  the  Bride  attend. 
To  light  him  to  his  room. 

t  Rous'd  from  the  bed  of  carnal  floth. 
The  wife,  and  foolifh  wait : 
The  lamp  profeflion  fliines  with  both  1 
While  at  the  Bridegroom's  gate* 

3  But  as  he  tarries,  general  fleep 
Seizes  the  carelcfs  train  : 
Clofe  (lumbers  on  their  eyelids  creep. 
And  lulls  to  reft  their  brain. 

F  ^TVv^ 
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4  The  wirer  few  ^left  they  fhould  lack) 
Took  oil  their  lamps  to  feed : 
While  others  quite  forgot  to  take 
Provifion  for  their  need, 

g  Then  came  the  Bridegroom  !  then  awoke 
The  wife,  and  at  the  word, 
Their  burning  lamps,  they  joyful  took^ 
And  met  (prepar  d)  the  Lord  ! 

6  The  foolini  wak'd,— but  O  !  too  late . 

Their  lamps  were  quite  gone  out : 
They  afk'd  for  oil,  but  found  the  gate 
(Where  oil  was  fold j  was  fhut. 

7  Thefe  were  profeflbrs— fuch  alone, 

Who  Jefus  never  knew  ; 
Who  ne'er  receiv'd  tht  fecretjlone^ 
Whofe  lamps  were  only  fhew. 

8  No  oil  from  Chriftjdid  they  provide. 

No  un8:ion  from  above  : 
Sought  no  fupply  from  Jefu's  fide, 
Felt  only  carnal  love, 

0  But  wifer  feme  that  oil  receiv'd 
.  ,:     Truth  in  the  inward parts^ 
And  in  his  grace,  whom  they  believM, 
Nourifh  their  flamitig  hearts. 

10  So  may  I,  Lord,  my  lamp  prepare^ 
With  thy  fufficient  grace  ; 
That  when  the  judgment  trump  I  hear, 
I  may  awake  in  peace* 
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11  ^Vhen  in  tbe  laft,  and  dreadful  night  ^ 
Thou  every  work  (halt  prove : 
O  may  my  lamp  burn  clear,  and  bright^. 
In  flames  of  endlefs  love ! 


HYMN      LXVIL— L.  M. 
Look  unto  Me  and  btyefaved, 

WHO  thirfts  for  Cbrift !  who  Jcfus  want  ? 
With  boldnefs  to  his  crofs  draw  nigh : 
^c  hungry,  who  for  mercy  pant, 
Look  up  and  fee  a  Saviour  die  ! 

a  Behold  his  tears  how  faft  they  flow !  , 

How  thick  the  precious  drops  run  down : 
Hard  hearted  fouls,  he  weeps  for  you  ! 
For  you  the  briny  ftreams  atone  ! 

%  Sec  from  his  temples  iffue  forth 

(Picrc'd  by  the  thorns)  a  purple  flood  : 
0  that  ye  finners  knew  its  worth  !    , 
Tis  precious !  'tis  redeeming  blood  ! 

4  Spread  wide,  behold  his  bleeding  hands ! 
Thereby  he  (hews  his  willingnefs 
T*  embrace  all  nations,  tongues,  and  lands^ 
Who  bow  to  him,  who  him  confefs. 

5  The  ftrlpes  the  foldiers  him  hath  giv'n, 
Shall  heal  the  fmncr's  broken  heart  : 
Shall  purchafe  peace  for  him,  and  heav'n, 
And  fave  him  from  his  juftdefert. 

Fa  6  Si 
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6  So  bleeds  his  feet,  fo  from  his  (ide 

The  facrcd  torrent  freely  floAvs : 
That  in  the  ftream  he  might  confide. 
Whom  fins  oppreis,  and  guilt,  and  woes. 

7  Like  men  afraid,  methinksl  fee 

The  guihy  tremble  round  their  God ! ' 
Amaz'd  before  his  Majefty ! 

Not  daring  to  approach  his  blood, 

8  Fear  nbt  ye  rebels,  bold  approach. 

No  more  ye  naked  fouls  defifi.; 
O  rather  come,  and  love  ye  mucl^^f  ^ 

Our  pardoning  Lord,  our  precious  Chri: 

>g  He  loves  you,  O  !  ye  finful  throng 

Bow  down,  and  be  ye  fav'd,  by  grace  : 
Confent  ye  needy,  old  and  young, 
Confent,  and  proffer'd  love  embrace ! 

lo  O  come !  and  caft  ye  helplefs  down, 
As  clay  unfit  for  any  ufe : 
The  Saviour  will  not  fuch  difown, 
Such  he  delights  to  Idve  and  chufe. 


HYMN     LXVIIL C.  M 

Praifefor  the  GofpcL 

1  /^OME  let  us  join  to  blefs  the  Lord 
V-y     The  only  wile  and  good. 
By  whom  alone  we  are  reftor'd. 
And  ranfom'd  by  his  blood. 
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2  To'diy  his  flock  he  meets  in  peace. 
Glad  tidings  lo  !,  He  brings: 
To-day  is  call'd  tjhe  Day  of  Grace, 
A  day  6f  hol^  things ! 

)  To-day  the  me({en|er  is  fent 
To  call  tHe  baniSi'd  home : 
Tnc  loft,  the  poor,  the  impotent, 
And  thofe'who  weary  roam» 

i  May  we  have  ears,  and  pow'r  to  hear 
The  reconciling  word : 
And  find  the  life,  and  ever  fliara 
Th*  indwelling  of  the  Lord. 

^  May  we  with  Jcfus  be  infpir'd, 
And  fee  with  joy  his  day  : 
Which  many  prophets  have  defir'd, 
fiut  went  by  night  their  way. 

•  Let  mercy  thee  O  God  compel, . 
To  bring  us  to  thy  Son  ; 
And  with  us  ftay.  and  in  us  dwell,  ^ 
And  us  with  glpry  crown^ 


HYMN.     LXIX.., C.  M. 

Praifc.  , 

^'T'HE  kingdom  of  our.  Chrift  is  come,. 
A      Hi :  pow'r  and  ftrength  is  known  ; 
Th*  accufer  hears  his  righteous  doom,  . 
Our  Saviour  cafts  him  down. 

F4, 
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2  The  war  is  over !  Jeius  reigns, 

Let  heav'n  their  Lord  adore  t 
The  ferpent  groans  in  heavy  chain5| 
Caft  down  to  rife  no  more ! 

3  Rejoice  ye  brethren,  Tons  of  Goc^ 

Salvation  now  is  come  ! 
The  merit  of  Immanuel's  blood. 
Strikes  the  accufer  dumb* 

4  Exalt  his  everlafiing  name  ! 

And  worthy  blemng  pay : 
Aloud  in  all  the  earth  proclaim. 
He  takes  ourjins  away  / 

g  In  his  redemption  there  is  room 
For  you,  ye  fons  of  men  ! 
Believe  in  Chrift,  and  overcome, 
And  with  our  Saviour  reign. 

€  Rejoice  ye  weeping  faints  below ! 
By  fiends,  and  men  abhorr'd : 
The  kingdoms  of  the  world  are  now. 
The  kingdoms  of  our  Lord ! 


HYMN      LXX. CM 

A  Hymn  to  Chrift. 

1  QING  we  to  God,  him  let  us  blcfs 
»3     Who  fitteth  on  the  throne : 
For  he  becomes  our  righteoufnels ! 
Our  peace  and  joy  alone ! 
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'  With  love,  as  with  the  cords  of  men 
He  drew  us  to  his  crofs : 
Sfaew'd  us  himfelF,  there  bruis'd  and  (Ifkin^ 
And  how  he  dyM  for  us ! 

S  -He  (aw  us  when  in  our  own  blood, 
And  guilt,  wecover'd  lay  : 
And  pity  mov'd  the  Lamb  of  God, 
To  take  our  fins  away  i 

4  I'Ove  caused  a  fountaki  in  bis  fide, 
Wherein  he  made  us  clean : 
Said  to  jis  livey  bejufiify*dy 
And  we  were  bom  again ! 

5  "When  underneath  his  wrath  wc  gr€«m*d, 
Afflifted,  and  opprefs'd ; 
His  Spirit  in  our  need  we  found, 
Direding  us  to  reft. 

^  All  that  have  happened  fmceour  birth, 
He  order'd  for  our  good : 
The  fins  contrafted  on  the  earth, 
He  cover'd  with  his  blood, 

7  He  faw  us  in  our  tnifery, 
When  fin  had  picrc'd  our  foul : 

And  faid,  Look  up^  my  fufferin^sfec^ 
My  zuounds JhaU  makeyou  whole. 

8  We  look'd  obedient  to  his  word, 
And  found  him  good,  and  true : 

Found  rich  redemption  in  the  Lord, 
Whom  wc  in  finning  flew. 

F4  9  And 
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9  And  fhall  not  we  his  name  adore  ? 
We  will  while  we.havc  breath  f 
We'll  praifejhe  hand  for  evermore ! 
Which  refcu'd  us  from  death ! 


HYMN     LXXI CM 

Comfort  yt  wy  PcopU. 

t     A  TTEND  ye  fouls  who  wait  for  God 
jL\.     Who  look  for  inward  Wife : 
Who  feek  the  flrait,  and  narrow  road, 
And  follow  righteoufnefs. 

a  Tho*  here  diftrefs'd,  and  griev'd  ye  roamj 

As  in  a  foreign  place ; 
X  Your  Father  foon  fhall  call  you  home, 
And  you  fhall  fee  his  face* 

3  There  all  the  fons  of  grief  and  pain, 
Who  Jefu's  crofs  have  home. 
Shall  glorious  with  their  Mafler  reign 
And  never  thence  return. 

^  There  weary  pilgrims  refl  in  peace 
Where  foes  molefl  no  more : 
As  fhipwreck'd  men  from  dang'rous  fcas;^ 
So  they  efcape  to  fhore* 

r  The  wicked  them  no  more  fhall  grieve. 
Nor  wrongs  fhall  them  opprefs : 
Brought  unto  God,  in  him  ihey  live, 
In  ceafelefs  happicefs  J 

^  6G 
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^  Gracious  Redeemer,  true  and  good, 
Me  in  their  number  tell : 
With  them  in  robes  waih'd  white  in  blood, 
Let  me  for  ever  dwell ! 


HYMN      LXXII C,  M. 

The  houft  of  God. 

J  'T^HIS  is  the  houfe  to  entertain 
X      The  pilgrims  in  their  road  : 
A  place  of  reft  for  thofe  in  pain^ 
Who  follow  after  God. 

>  Here  may  the  weary  travelers  ftay, 
Here  (as  from  Pi/gah)  fee* 
Their  country,  and  be  fhewn  the  way, 
Where  they  dcfire  to  be, 

3  Turn  in  ye  people,  for  the  houfe 

Is  Chrift's,  and  he  is  here : 
His  fervants  built  it  for  his  ufe, 
It  is  the  houfe  of  pray'r, 

4  Here,  (for  the  precious  babes  of  God) 

The  word  like  milk  is  giv'n  : 
And  here,  is  preach'd  the  Saviour's  bloody 
The  only  way  to  hcav'n  ^ 

5  Rcfrefhment  here  the  baniih'd  find, 

And  ftrengthen'd  here  go  on  : 
Till  heav'nly  joys  regale  their  min 
And  all  their  work  is  done. 


(    $0     ) 


HYMN     LXXIIL 

I   n  RETHREN  let  us  join  to  blefe 
X3  Jefus  Chrift,  our  joy,  and  peace; 
Let  our  praife  to  him  be  giv'n, 
High  at  God's  right-hand  in  heav*n ! 

*  Mafter  fee  to  thee  we  bow, 
Thou  art  Lord,  and  only  thou : 
Thou  the  bleffed  Virgin's  feed, 
Glory  of  thy  church,  and  head ! 

3  Thee  the  angels  ceafelefs  fing. 
Thee  we  praife  our  Prieft,  our  King : 
Worthy  is  thy  name  of  praife, 

Full  of  glory,  full  of  grace. 

4  Thou  haft  the  glad  tidings  brought. 
Of  falvation  by  thee  wrought : 
Wrought  for  all  thy  church  !  and  wc 
Worfhip  in  their  company  ! 

5  We  thy  little  flock  adore, 
Thee  the  Lord  for  evermore! 
Ever  with  us  (hew  thy  love. 
Till  we  join  with  thofe  above ! 
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HYMN      LXXIV. 

1  pHILDREN  of  the  hcav'nly  King, 
\^  As  ye  journey  fweetly  itng  : 
Sing  your  Saviour'^  worthy  praife! 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways ! 

*  Wc  arc  tTav*iHng  home  to  God, 
In  the  way,  the  fathers  trod : 
They  are  happy  now  ;  and  we 
Soon  their  happinefs  fhall  fee ! 

3  0  ye  baniftiM  feed  be  glad ! 
Chrid  our  advocate  is  made : 
Us  to  fave  our  flefh  afTumes, 
Brother  to  our  foul  becomes. 

4  Shout  ye  little  flock  !  and  bleft, 
You  on  Jefu's  throne  fhall  reft : 
There  your  feat  is  now  prepared. 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward ! 

5  Fear  not,  brethren  !  joyful  ftand, 
On  the  borders  of  your  land : 
Jcfus  Chriftyour  Father's  Son, 
Bids  you  undifmay*d  go  on. 

6  Lord,  obediently  we  go. 
Gladly  leaving  all  below : 
Only  thou  our  leader  be. 
Ana  we  ftil]  wiJJ  foiiow  thce« 
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7  For  thee  all  things  we  forfake^ 
We  of  better  wo<i*d  partake  : 
Wc  to  greater,bleffings  foarj 
Unto  joys  for  evermore. 

S  Seal  ouv  love,  our  labours  end^. 
Let  us  to  thy  blifs  afcend  : 
Let  us  to  tliy  kingdom  come ;  - 
Lord,  we  long  to  be  at  home. 


H    Y    M     N      LXXV, L.  M. 

For  Mihijiers  waiting  upon  God*    - 

1  r^  REAT  Mafterby  thy  Father  fent, 
VX  Eternal,  true,  omnipotent ! 

To  know  thy^counfel,  We  are  here;,. 
In  ev'ry  heart  thy  mind  declare. 

2  Behold !  thy  witneffes,  and  fhew, 
Thy  children  whither  we  fhou'd  go.: 
Till  ends  the  world,  them  never  Icave^ 
Or  till  thou  them  to  heav'ri  receive. 

3  Appoint  our  work,  and  let  our  will 
Be  fubjeft  to  thine  orders  ftill ; 
Obedient  may  we  always  prove. 
Below  on  earth,-  in  heav'n  above!' 

4  Our  lipsinfpire  with  fuch  a  coal, 
As  warm*d  Ifaiah^s  pious  foul: 

And  thro'  our  meflagej  thro'  our  word^ 
Bring  many  children  to  the  Lord : 
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C^^smfortby  US  the  comfortlcfs, 
^*^fc  fouls  who  feel  their  iinfulnefs  : 
^^^nd  make  our  voice  like  thunder  found, 
» ihofe  who  never  Jefus  found ! 

ady  (unworthy  as  we  are) 
c  wait  thy  couniel,  Lord,  to  hear : 
y  thou  the  word,  Go  preach,  and  we 
111  go,  and  teftify  of  thee  ! 

7  ^^^t  fend  us,  Lord,  where  thou  wilt  come, 
^Vud  tho*  the  work  be  burdenfome, 
tho'  the  place  be  far,  or  near, 
^e  go— -and  thou  fhalt  meet  us  there ! 

o  ^^hcn  our  own  wifdom  us  (hall  lead, 
^^r  our  own  ktiowJedge  fill  our  head, 
Tear  down  the  idol  I  in  its  room 
•Let  thy  clear  infpiration  come  ! 

i  Let  filial  fear,  prefumption  move. 
Humble  us  daily,  in  tby  love : 
"^nd  now,  and  always  let  us  fee, 
*  He  open  door,  and  follow  thee. 


HYMN      LXXVI. C.  M. 

Sclf'DtniaL 

^  pURPOS'D  in  Jefu's  fteps  to  tread ; 
•*•      At  our  Redeemer's  call ; 
By  his  Almighty  Spirit  led, 
We  (joyful)  leave  our  all. 
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8  To  lands  and  houfes  here  below, 
Wc  bid  ^  long  farewell , 
To  pleafurea,  honoars,  profits  too, 
For  thofe  unfpeakable. 

3  For  better  worlds  we  this  refufe, 
And  hazard  all  wc  have :    . 
Our  life  below  we  hate  ;  and  chufe 
A  life  beyond  the  grave. 


4  Our  reputation,  name,  and  cafe. 

For  Jefus  we  defpife  : 
Nothing  on  earth  our  fouls  can  pleafe  s 
We  thirft  for  paradife  ! 

5  Here,  we  forctafte  the  grapes  of  joy  ! 

Of  righteoufneft  and  peace : 
And  wait,  till  God  Ihall  quite  deftroy 
All  our  unholinefs  ! 

6  We  wait,  to  Sion  looking  up, 

There  longingto  appear ! 
And  journey,  having  Chrift  our  hope, 
That  we  fhall  foon  be  there. 

r 

HYMN     LXXVH. L.  M. 

Pleading  at  the  throne  of  grace. 

1     A   TTEND  thou  humble  Son  of  man, 
XjL  (Who  reign'd  the  Lord  e'er  time  bcgai 
Yet  lately  veiled  thee  in  our  clay  ! 
To  take  our  fm,  our  guilt  away. 
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)ur  can  have  heard  our  fathers  tell^ 
Who  thro'  thee  were  redeem 'd  from  beU) 
"low  weary  tinners  found  in  thee, 
^  refting  place  from  miiery. 

^e  ancient  people  have  declared, 
^nd  gladly  we  their  record  heard, 
iow  good  to  guilty  fouls  thou  wert, 
iow  tender  to  the  broken  heart  i 

i^  former.days,  in  ages  pall, 
^ou  bid'ft  the  heavy  laden  caft 
^n  thee  th«r  burden ;  O !  that  now 
^uch  favour  thou  to  us  would'ft  (how. 

rhe  prophets,  and  th'  apoftles  fa  id, 
^Hat  thou  their  Maftcr,*thou  their  head, 
^oud'ft  never  change ;  but  be  the  fame 
*o  all,  who  call  upon  thy  name ! 

^f  right  thy  fpake,  fulfil  their  word ; 
"^nd  manifeft,  and  (hew  us,  Lord, 
The  love  to  our  fore-fathers  (hewn  : 
And  thee  will  we  adore  alone ! 


HYMN      LXXVIII. -l-C.  M. 

ftr  the  mojt  part  taken  out  cf  Te  Dcum ;  or  the 
Son^  of  St.  Ambroje, 

J  T  X /E  fing  to  thee,  thou  Son  of  God ! 
V  V        Who  fav'd  us  by  thy  grace : 
We  praife  thee.  Son  of  Man  !  whofe  blood 
Redeem'd  our  fallen  race* 


(  g€  ) 

2  We  thee  acknowledge,  God  and  Lord, 

Father  ere  time  began  : 
Thou  art  bv  heav'n  and  earth  ador*d» 
Worthy  o'er  both  to  reign. 

3  To  thee,  all  angels  cry  aloud  ! 

Thro'  heav'ns  extended  coads: 
Hail,  holy,  holy,  holy  God, 
Of  all  immortal  boils. 

4  The  Cherubin, and Senphin, 

Continual  fing  to  thee : 
The  worlds,  and  all  the  pow'rs  therein) 
Adore  thy  Majefty, 

5  The  prophets  goodly  fellowfhip, 

In  milky  garments  dreft, 
Praife  thee,  thou  holy  God,  and  reap 
The  fulnefs  of  thy  reft. 

6  Th*  apoftlcs  glorious  company* 

Thy  righteous  praife  proclaim  : 
The  martyr'd  army  glorify 
Thy  everlafting  name ! 

7  Thro'  all  the  world  thy  churches  join, 

T*  acknowledge  thee  the  head  : 
Father  of  Majefty  divine  ! 
Who  cv'ry  pow'r  haft  made. 

8  Alfo  thy  true  and  x>nly  Son, 

Thy  family  confefs : 
King  of  thy  faints,  in  us  made  known, 
The  Lord  our  righteoufnefs. 


L    - 
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I  Alfo  the  Holy  Ghoft  wc  pratfey 

The  Spirit  of  the  Lord : 
The  Comforter,  whofe  kiodling  raysj 
Our  dying JbuU  ns&or'd. 

10  Thou^  JefuSy  didft  not  once  abhor 
TKe  V  irgin  Maiy*s  womb ; 
But  took'ft  her  fl«A»  and  then  in  pow'jr 
Didd  death  and  fux  overcome* 

II  The  kingdom  the«  thou  open'dft  wide, 

For  all  who'  (hould  believe : 
Thy  Tvouodswejre  door$;  thy  hands,  feot^itdej 
To  Tinners  entrance  give. 

IS  Atnqng  their  number  we  prefume, 
Sav'd  by  thy  precious  blood  : 
R^»gn  here,  and  in  the  world  to  come, 
^cverlaftingGod!. 


Hymn    lxxix. — c.  m. 

Rejling  under  the  Crofs. 

I  pHlLDREN  of  //rH  fee  what  fhade 
^    The  crofs  does  us  afford  ; 
It  was  for  weary  travellers  made ; 
Wc  thank  thee  for  it,  LorA. 

I  Awhile  fit  down,  and  we'll  prepare 
To  fmg  his  worthy  fame, 
[     Who  to  redeem  us  fojourn'd  here : 
Chrift  Jefus  is  his  nam«« 

G  ^  Gcthjemant 


(  9»   ) 

}  GithftmMni  is  witnefs  flill 

How  often  there  he  cry'd : 
So  is  tbe^  crofs,  and  Cah^ry^i  hil). 
Where  our  great  Mafter  dy'd. 

4  We  (ing  thy  lufPrings,  wounds,  and  bloo^ 
The  virtue  of  thy  nain  i 
We  fing  thy  griefs,  t|iou  dying  Godl 
Thou  Lamb  for  finners  Uain* 

1  We  (ing  the  merit  of  thy.  tears. 

The  merit  of  thy  groans ; 
Thy  bloody^fweat,  th^  availing  pray*r%. 
For  thefe  have  made  us  fons. 

6  We  fing  for  joy,  that  heavineft 
Did  once  opprefs  thy  foul : 
For  thro*^  thy  grief  we  find  our  cafe,. 
Thy  Aripei  have  made  us  whole,. 

2  We  hail  thee,  thou  by  Jews  rcvil**^ 

To  thee  we  bow  the  knee: 
Hail,  very  God !  the  promis'd  child^ 
The  prophets  &i>g  of  thee.^ 

t  We  are  thy  living  witnefles, 
Who  teftify  that  thou 
^rt  iinners  rigbteoufnefs  and  peace  ;: 
For  we  have  provM  thee  fo« 

A  While  others  (ing  the  unknown  God,. 
We  each  will  (ing  of  thee : 
Jefus  has  wa{h*d  me  in  his  biood,. 
Axid  loY'dand  dy 'd  for  me  I 

H 


(   99-  ) 


■»■»■ 


H  Y  M  If    LXXX.- — S.  M. 

IN"  every  place  dear  Lamb, 
Where  we  may  be  allow'd, 
will  vrc  be  fpeaking  of  thy  riame^ 
And  talldng  of  thy  blood*. 

Nor  may  we  e'er  forget 
To  aik  thee,  Saviour,  fiill. 
To  be  with  us,  where'er  we  meet  r 
Left  we  tranfgrcfs  thy  wilL 

A      And  Oh }  now  fwectly  founds 
Thy  blood,  thy  namne,  thy  crofs  f 
Thy  pafiions,  fuff'rings,  cries,  and  woundS|. 
For  all  belong  to  us  J 

►  ^     O  Lamb!  thv  finlefs blood, 
I  *      Our woundccl  hearts  fhall  heal: 
Thy  crofs  (hall  bring  us  nigh  to  God,, 
Thy  name  our  blife  ffiall  Teal* 

j      Thy.  paflion  (hall  appeafe- 
,  The  wrath  of  hoftile  heav'n  : 
Thy  fufPrings  (hall  our  confcience  eafe,:~ 
Shall  &ew  our  guilt  forgiv'n. 

I      Thy  cries  our  peace  obtain *d, 
And  in  thy  wounds  (rhe  pools) 
Ve,  who  with  crimfonr  guilt  were  ftain'd'^ 
Walk  white  our  weary  fouls* 


(    lOO  ) 

J    Thy  death  our  life  has  bought^ 
Thy  tomb  hid  all  our  fin  ; 
For  with  thy  flefh  our  cv'ry  fault. 
And  curfe,  and  death  went  in« 

t     Thy  nfing  from  the  dead 

Usjudified  to  Gods 
And  by  afceriding,  thou  haft  made 
Thy  heav'n  our  fure  abode* 


•«^^-^ 


HYMN     LXXXI. 

COME,  my  Father's  family ! 
Ye  ranfom'd  of  the  Lord ; 
Come,  ye  finncrs,  who  with  me 

Arc  every  where  abhor'd  : 
Let  us  gladly  trace  his  fleps. 

Who  fuffer'd  death  among  the  Jftws  : 
Who  the  friendiefs  foul  accepts, 
Whom  all  befideTefuIe. 


g  Jefus,  the  defpis'd,  and  mean^ 

Our  Mjjifler,  let  us  own  : 
He  the  iacriiice  for  (in, 

The  Saviour  he  alone ; 
Let  us  take,  and  bear  his  croff^ 

Defpis'd  dilpiples  let  us  be, 
!|)4ock'd  and  flignted  as  he  was 

for  yguj  my  fricndsi  and  aie. 


8 


(    lOl    ) 

o*i«  but  Jefuf^will  we  fing, 

None  clfc  will  wc  adore : 
^  our  Prophet,  Pricft,  and  Kiftg, 

Shall  be  for  evermoic: 
one  among  the  heavenly  powers, 

Nor  one  on  earth  oor  praife  may  claia^ 
*one  but  Jefus,  call  wc  ours, 

None  but  the  bleeding  Lamb ! 


HYMN      LXXXII.— -C.  M. 

LO  !  wc  are  journeying  home  to  Gods 
Bid  by  the  Spirit j  Come : 
And  in  the  way  hts  children  irody 
Wc  feck  our  Father's  home. 

We  walk  a  narrow  path,  and  roughs 

And  we  are  tir'd  and  weak  ; 
Yet  foon  (hall  we  have  reft  enough^ 

In  thofe  bled  courts  we  feck, 

Upon  mount  Sion's  diftant  top, 

A  Lamb  our  eyes  behold  ^ 
*Ti&  Jcfus— look  ye  children  up  I 

He  calls  us  to  his  fold. 

Wc  fee  him  \yith  hi^  raiment  rtjd, 

As  iho*  befmcar'd  with  blood  j 
As  newly  flai|i  he  (iands — ^he  bled, 

Us  to  redeem  to  God. 

G  g  5  Farewell* 


(  *o«  ) 

^  Farewell,  falfe,  treach -rous  worlds  fatcwelly 
To  better  worlds  we  go ; 
We  travel  with  our  God  to  dwell. 
To  ceafe  from  toti  below^ 

6  To  i(ll  mankind  vw  bid  ^dien, 

Butthofe  with  Jefu$  join'd : 
Mortals,  we  may  not.ftay  with  yoU) 
We  look  tt>  things  divine. 

7  Deluded  long  we  here  have  been. 

But  now  we  farther  fee ; 
We  fee  the  land  where  perfeft  men 
Hav^e  true  tranquility* 

8  Our  Saviour  tells  us,  tliere  is  room 

For  us ;  and  we  believe : 
We  come,  Lord  Jefus,  lo !  Wo  come-; 
Thy  promised  kingdom  give, 

•9  Content,  and  slad,  the  crofs  we  take^ 
Before  ordam''d  by  thee.-; 
We  ALL,  to  follow  thee,  forfake, 
And  in  the  way  agree. 

ao  Hattd,  and  mock'd,  and  difefteem'd. 
We  yet  unfliaken  run  : 
So  ftill  enable  thy  redeera'd. 
Until  our  work  be  done. 

t4  And  when  4he  voice  of  death  we  heati 
"  God  now  requires  you  hence  ;** 
May  each  in  glorious  robes  appear 
With  thine  inheritmce. 

HY 


(  »o3  ) 

HYMN     LXXXIII. C.  M. 

tdfr  a  Feafi  of  Charity. 

^  A  TTEND,yc  daughters  of  the  Ki«g  I 
i\    Wc  bid  you  to  our  fcaft: 
And  lo  J  we  come,  and  Jefus  bring 
to  our  devoted  breaft, 

*  A  fcaft  of  charity  we  keep, 

A  (ign  of  that  above :  ' 

*Xliere  foon  (hall  all  our  Saviour^s  flieep 
Banquet  on  Jefu*s  love 

'    *Iill  we  the  happy  country  fec> 
Where  ceafes  (in  and  fear ; 
beneath  the  crofs,  that  fhady  Xxet^ 
We'll  reft  contented  here, 

i    Our  bread,  and  water,  plaineft  food^ 
We'll  thankfully  partake ; 
-And  biefs  our  Lord,  who  makes  it  good^ 
To  us  For  Jefu's  fake. 

E  £ternaLftreams  of  water  foon 

Shall  quench  our  fifter's  thirft : 
To  living  bread  (hall  you  fit  down^ 
And  feaft  among  the  juft% 

(  Hail,  happy  foult!  ye  call'dfhall  fet. 
The  fupper  of  the  Lamb : 
And  you  among  our  company 
Shall  ihout  our  Saviour's  name» 

G4  7W* 


(  104  ) 

7  We  know  welhally  and  tbank  the  hand 
Th^jt.reaVd  U6  this  coihare  ; 
Come,  brethren,  then,  and  to  the  land 
With  us  in  hymns  repair. 


HYMN     LXXXIV.- — C.  > 

Receiving  a  Minifter* 

%   T  TOW  beautiful  upon  the  hills 
JTX     The  preacher's  feet  appear  I 
How  fweet  the  voi  ce  of  peace  diftils  . 
In  ev'ry  open  ear ! 

2  Glad  tidings  (hall  the  meek  receiver; 
The  bruis'd  f^iall  niourn  no  more  : 
The  deaffhall  hear,  the  dead  fhall  live, 
Riches  fhall  blefs  the  poor. 

2  Thy  every  meflenger,  O  God, 
Do  we  rejoice  to  fee  ; 
And  all  who  teach  the  Saviour's  blood ; 
For  thefe  are  dear  to  thee. 

4  We  thank  thee  ifiow  for  frniding  here  ■.' 

Tlie  publiftiers  of  peace ; 
Speak  by  them^  Lord,  arid  ever)'  where 
By  them  declare  thy  grace, 

5  Him  lately  fent  to'u^  ordaiH 

To  bring  the  gladfome  news, 
That  thou  waft  once  for  fmners  flain^ 
Nor  wilt  iiMlrchi«f  refufe. 


(  105  ) 

t  This  gofpel  own,  and  we  aloud 
Will  blaze  abroad  thy  fame. 
And  tei)  the  merit  of  thy  bk)od| 
To  every  ftraying  Lamb. 

7  So  when  the  harvefl-day  fhall  come. 
Sowers  and  reapers  too. 

Shall  fhouting,  enter  endlefs  home, 
And  thee  eternal  view. 

8  THis  happy  morning  we  defire, 

O  let  it  haften  on  I 
^V'hen  all  ftiall  join  the  angelic  choir. 
In  tinging  round  the  throne^ 

9  The  preachers,  and  the  people,  there, 
Shall  thee  in  fulnefs  lee : 
^Hall  keep  the  long  fabbatic  year. 
The  feaft  of  jubilee. 


■w 


HYMN      LXXXV. C.  M. 

Con/ejion  of  fin. 
£  all  the  finner's  trad  have  trod. 


Like  fheep  we  all  have  (Iray'd  : 
Iti  fack-cloth  let  us  feek  for  God, 
With  duft  upon  our  head. 

t  Let  (hame  our  guilty  fouls  boW  down, 
And  let  us  tell  our  fin  : 
Who  knows,  if  we  our  folly  own, 
But  Chrift  will  make  us  cleam. 

3  Behold, 


(  106) 

3  Be>ioId,  O  Lamb  of  God!  a  race 

Of  wretched  rebels  come 
Naked,  and  poor;  O  let  thy  grace 
Afibrd  thy  children  I'ooiii. 

4  We  own  that  we  the  world  have  lov'd| 

Have  many  idols  known  : 
Pray  let  thy  wrath  be  all  rcmov'd. 
Nor  pour  thy  fury  down. 

^  Think  on  the  holy  covenant. 

And  then,  tho*  we  ha|re  (inn'd. 
Kindly  forgive  us—  this  we  want, 
O  Lord,  our  only  friend ! 

€  Lord  canft  thou  pardon  fouh  fo  vile? 
We  know  thou  catift,  and  wilt : 
For  we  are  the  Redeemer's  fpoily 
For  us  his  blood  was  fpilt* 


H    Y    M    N      LXXXVI CM. 

In  perfecution, 

1   T  TQW  favoured  are  we  of  the  Lord ! 
XX     How  honour'd  by  the  Lamb  ! 
He  counts  us  worthy  for  his  word. 
To  fliare  his  crofs,  and  (hame. 

t  His  crofs^  which  many  hav«  defpis'd. 
We  wou'd  not  but  endure : 
We  bear  his  ikame,  his  name  be  prais'd) 
Who  gives  us  ftrength  and  powen 


(  ^07  ) 

3  O  flmt  like  (heep  we  all  may  learn 

To  tread  where  §c(iis  tilxl^ 
Silent,  when  wronged,  nor  wrath  return*'4» 
But  leave  revenge  to  God. 

4  Autnbas  the  lambs,  defign'd  to  die, 

May  we  our  ways  fuftain  : 
NcMT  fear  the  fierceft  enemy. 
Nor  dread  the  (haqpeft  pain. 

5  To  hivi,  who  all  our  fdnowsfees, 

May  we  our  waysfubmit : 
Jefus  (hall  try  us  as  he  pleafe. 
Shall' do  as  he  fees  fit* 

6  fiehol^i)^lambs,  thy  tender  herd, 

Uu^ffid  b^  beafts  of  prey : 
Ajjjdjet  us  ftiU  have  ftrength  prepared, 
Accoiding  to  our  day. 

7  Say,  fellow  me^  and  lo !  we  come 

T\iiP  all  the  world  oppofe  : 
I3eath,  hell,  and  fin,  (hall  make  us  room) 
And  an  our  mafter'^s  foes. 

S  His  blood  our  crimfon  robes  (hall  walh^ 
And  make  them  white  as  fnow  : 
His  blood  OUT  fpirits  fhall  refrelh, 
Till  we  to  Canaan  go. 

9  His  blood,  his  precious  blood  fhall  (eal 
Us  ever  to  our  God : 
And  ceafelefs  praife  our  lips  (hall  fill, 

To  our  Redeemer's  bloody 

HYMN 


(  io8  ) 
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HYMN      LXXXVII. 

The  humhkfnd  Hi  Je  s  u '/  ftdm 

1  *W7HY  ob  our  fouls  the  Lamb  diiplMfc  i 
V  V    Why  do  our  fouk  fo  flight  his  |>cac< 
He  never  griev'd  us  once,  nor  fipown'd 
Upon  us,  iince  his  love  we  found : 
Then  why  Ihould  we  fo  foolifhly  ofFend, 
So  dear  a  Saviour,  and  f&  true  a  friend  ? 

a  O  let  t>ur  fouls  look  back,  and  view 
I'he  dangers  he  has  brought  us  tfaroagh-: 
Out  of  what  flraits,  and  mifery, 
Hath  Jcfus  brought  us  tenderly  ? 
Forget  not  this  our  fouls^  think  oA  his  crofs  I 
And  do  not,  do-not  flight  our  Saviour  thus. » 

3  Remember  all  his  bloody  fweat. 

His  wounded  hands,  his  bleeding  feet  j 

His  agony,  his  cries,  and  te»rs ; 

His  three  and  thirty  fuffVihg  years, 
Do  we  remember  this  ?  then  how  cart  we 
So  grieve  the  Lahb,  and  deal  ungratefully  ? 

4  Surely  dur  fouls  can  fee  their  fin, 
How  very  foolifh  have  they  been  ; 
They  fall  at  jEsuVfeef,  and  prove, 
How  he  is  full  of  grace  and  love : 

Our  fouls  repent,  dear  Lord,  Ogive  us  pow'r, 
Never,  O  never  to  difpleafc  thee  more  ! 

HYM! 


(  »o9  ) 


1  ■  I  * 


HYMN     LXXXVIII CM. 

*  nPHE  God  we  know^  wc  know  the  man, 
'  X      Immanuel  is  his  name : 
We  heard  he  wjis  for  (inners  (lain, 
And  here  to  feek  him  camCk 

«  He  truly  IlififerM,  to  redeem 
The  iod  defpairing  feed : 
Then  we  may  boldly  hope  in  him, 
For  we  arc  fuch  indeed. 

)  The  hungry  (inners  he  receives, 

And  is  the  finner'sfrund : 
Men  told  us,  laying,  he  forgives 
Whoe'er  on  him  depend, 

4  True  are  the  things  that  ye  have  heard. 
He  fr6ely  faves  the  poor : 
Come  then,  O  finriers,  to  the  Lord. 
Our  faith,  and  hopejs  are  fure. 

j  Behold,  dear  Lamb,  a  company 
Of  finful  children  come : 
Behold,  and  hear  thy  people  cry, 
And  make  thy  people  room. 

8  Jesus,  thy  people  heard  thy  fame, 
And  come  to  prove  thee  good  : 
Wafh  us  in  thy  redeeming  name, 
And  in  thy  facred  blood* 


•jtteWi 


(  ito) 

7  Thou  faid*fl:,  Twill  not  caft  awajr 
Who  come  for  help  to  me  : 
Wc  plead  thy  promile,  Lord|  and  pny^ 
True  to  thy  promife  be. 


HYMN     LXXXIX. C.  Nf  ^-- 

1*  T  X  70RTHY  of  glory  is  the  Lamb,, 
V  V       On  CalvWy  lately  flain  ;, 
Who  died  a  martyr,  to  redeem 
1  he  fallen  fbns  of  men* 

a-  More  willing  thjan  wc  ever  finn'd,. 
He  gave  his  body  uf> ;, 
Chearful  he  kn^w  aihamefiilend,. 
And  drank  the  bitter  cup. 

3  More  than  his  hods,  (amazing  love  !)r 
Or  heav'n,  he  valued  us; 
Content  he  left  the  powts  above^ 
To  bear  osr  fins  and  curfe. 

^  More  than  his  life, ordered" bloody 
He  lov'd  our  fmful  race ; 
And  all  forfook,  while  he  purfu'd. 
His  people  by  his  grace* 

5  And  can  it  be  that  wc  fhould  love 
Another  more  than  thee  ? 
O  Lamb,  th*  ifigratitude  remove,^ 
Or  let  u£  ceaie  to  be 
'  ftFMbai 


( *" ) 

shain  us,  and  we'll  all  fbrlake, 
Lnd  follow  thee  alone : 
more  in  others  praifc  we'll  fpeak^ 
'ill  we  afcend  thy  throne. 

who  without  JeruJaUmy 
etween  two  robbers  died, 
worthy  of  a  Saviour's  name, 
cfus,  and  none  bedde. 

rthy  alojw  is  he,  who  bore 
*hc  forrows,  juftly  ours : 
>rthy  the  praife  for  evesmore^ 
)f  all  t!ie  heavenly  pow'rs. 


•*>» 


HYMN:      XC. C.  Nk 

VHY^  O  my  foul,  facold,.  and  dead^ 
Sa backward  to  obey? 
flow  to,  praife  thy  gracious  Lordj. 
\nd  negligent  to  pray  ? 

votion  now  forfekes  my  breaft^. 
Alas !  I  cannot  love  ^ 
for  one  fpark  of  heavenly  fire,, 
rhig  colaneis  to  remove  ! 


ft  like  a  lump  oflifelefsclay, 
Before  the  Lord  I  lie ; 
y  glory  fleeps,  1  cannot  fing>, 
Qmy  look  up^^and  figlu 


4^l5\^tv 


(lit) 

4  Whither,  O  my  diftraaed  foul^ 

Still  farther  wilt  thou  ftray  ? 
How  ha(i  thou  wander'd  from  the  Lon^ 
And  led  the  blifsful  way  ? 

5  Ah!  look,  Bear  Saviour  of  the  worlds 

My  ftr^nge  indifference  fee  : 
Breathe  on  me^  and  I'll  pay  thee  back 
The  love  thou  bear'ft  to  mc. 

C  Without  thee,  lo !  I  chang^  to  ice^ 
But  let  thv  love  reiurn; 
And  then  with  ardour,  and  delighf. 
My  thankful  ibul  (hould  burn. 


HYMN      XCI L.M. 

Confidence  of  overcQviing  fin  by  Christ. 

1     A     Mountain  arc  my  fins  I  know, 
jTV     Enough  to  fink  me  down  to  hell; 
But  O  great  mountain,  what  art  thou 
Before  my  Lord,  ZerMbbabd  f 

%  Tho*  many  flrong  temptations  ftrive, 
And  fnaresbcfet  me  every  where, 
And  though  no  chearful  thought  furvive, 
I  will  not  of  the  Lord  dcfpair* 

^  I  will  ROt  be  afraid,  but  look 
Towards  the  Nem  Jtrufaltm  : 
Yea,  the*  by  death,  and  hell  o'ertook, 
I  ilill  will  truft  in  JeCi'soamc* 


4ir- 


(  ^n ) 

e  faid,  •*  Whene'er  the  ncedy^.  ^o\ 
I'or  water  (eek,  with  thh-ft  dry's  up,^ 
1  hear  them,  when  they  me  implore^ 
Uor  will  I  leave  them  without  hopf.** . 

f^rafp  this  promHe^  and  helieve, 
My  fins  ye  now  your  depth  may  (b^^y^ 
fight  of  ybi)  will  make  me  grieve^ 
But  this  is  all  that  you  can  dp* 

Savipur's  bkx>d  both  t;pok  away 
The  guilt  of  all,  the  p^w'r  to  damA* 
I  fmg  for  joy,  and  .well  I  may, 
For  I  am  in  the  wounded  Lamb. 


■4mm 


HYMN      XCII. C.  M^ 

VHILE  on  the  bofom  of  the  Lamb^ 
My  favoured  foul  may  lean ; 
1  fing  the  merits  of  his  name 
Before  the  fons  of  men. 

^edom  too  great  to  be  exprefs*d, 
In  him  behold  I  prove : 
•nier  now  his  people's  reft. 
And  tafte  eternal  love. 

tar  me  ye  fouls  in  bondage,  ye 
Who  never  Jefus  knew ; 
^^ofc  chariot  wheels  go  heavily, 
This  reft  belongs  to  you. 

H  4  Who 


(  114  ) 

4  Who  with  their  fjiccs  thitherward, 

Their  way  to  heav'h  enquire  : 
Jefusthe  Lamb,  the  humble  Lord| 
Shall  anfwer  their  delire. 

5  Behold  him  nail'd  on  yonder  tree. 

He  points  you  out  your  road : 
He  (hews  himfelf,  ana  faithi  By  me 
Men  enter  into  God» 

6  In  him  fuch  joys  the  new-born  know. 

As  cannot  be  conceiv'd : 
This  I  affirm,  and  others  too, 
Who  have  in  Chrift  believ'd. 

7  And  if  he  is  below  fo  fweet. 

What  will  his  fulnefs  be  ? 
What  when  we  him  in  glory  meet  ? 
O  brethren  come  and  lee. 


HYMN      XCIII, 
In  times  of  heavinefs, 

1  Q  AVIOUR,  tho^  thou  flrange  appear'ft 
O     Iho*  thou  dofl:  not  fecm  to  fee, 
The*  to  help  me  thou  forbear'ft. 

Yet  I'll  put  my  truft  in  thee. 

2  Saviour,  tho*  thou  fhou'dft  me  flay, 

Tho'  thou  ftill  thyfelf  doft  hide, 
At  thy  fdet  I  ftill  will  lay, 
^till  will  at  thy  door  abide. 


(  "5  ) 

t  Be  not  angry,  Holy  Lamb, 

Turn  thee  to  thy  ufual  grue ; 
Jefus,  tho'  I  finful  am. 
Shew  me  once  again  thy  face* 

4  If  thou  wilt  not  hear,  1*11  die. 
Here  (as  does  the  widow'd  dove) 
Mourning,  defoiate  I'll  lie, 
Till  to  endlefs  worlds  I  move* 

j  Think  upon  me,  David's  Sotif 

Think  on  me,  and  Imiling  fpeak ; 
Lord,  I  cannot  bear  thy  frowp ; 
Lord,  my  bruifcd  heart  will  break. 

fi  0  my  burthen !  O  my  pain 
Will  be  infupportable ! 
Should'fl  not  thou  return  again. 
Lord,  it  wou*d  be  worfe  than  hell. 

7  Yet,  O  Lamb,  fhouldft  thou  refufe 
Ever  to  return  to  me, 
At  thy  feet  my  death  Til  chufe, 
Still  I'll  put  my  truft  in  thee* 


•v 


HYMN      XCIV. 

1  T300R,  and  naked  as  I  km, 
JL     I  approach  thee,  bleeding  Lamb^ 
Tho'  I  am  a(ham*d  to  fee. 
How  I  have  diipleafed  thee. 

He  iJiPtUrr 


{tt£) 

a  Peter  faid,  and  I  fay  toe, 
Jefus,  whither  cm  I  go  ? 
Whither  can  the  finnei:  ^ee  ? 
Thou  haft  eiutii&  life  in  tiice« 

3  If  another  Savidiir  was, 
Other  refii^  than  thy  cfofe, 
Surely,  I  had  it  peHu'di 

I  had  trampted  <A  thy  blood* 

4  But  alas!  whene^r  I  try.'d 
Here,  or  there,  niy  (in  to  hide^ 
Guilt  encreas'd  on  me  fo  fiftfl, 

I  was  fofcM  to  thee  at  U(t, 

5  By  experience  I  can  tell. 
Out  of  thee  is  nether  hell ; 
In -thy  wounds  I  onlv  find 
Eafe  for  my  difterapcr'd  mind. 

6  May  I  never  leave  thee  more, 
O  thou  lover  of  the  poor, 
May  I  in  thy  love  abide. 
Hid,  and  covet'd  in  thy  fide. 


HYMN      XCV.- — L.  M. 

loilomng  Chrijl^  the  Sinners  way  to  Gi 

JESUS,  my  all,  to  heav'n  is  gone ; 
H«  that  4  piac'd  my  hopes  upon  ; 
His  track  I  fee — and  Til  puHbe 
The  narrow  way,  till  him  I  view. 


{  «t7  ) 

t  The  way  the  holy  prophets  went^ 
The  road  that  leads  from  bani(hnient^ 
The  King's  high-way  of  holipels 
ril  go;  for  all  the  piatbs  are  peace. 

I  Noftranger  may  proceed  there! rii 
No  lover  of  the  world,  and  lin ; 
No  lion,  DO  devouring  care, 
No  ravenous  tyger  fhall  be  there. 

4 No;  nothing  may.gp  up  thereon 
"^  traveling  fouU,  and  I  am  one :  ' 
^tvfaring  men  to  Canaan  bound, 
oiull  only  in  the  way  be  found- 

I  Nor  foolsi  by  carnal  men  eilecm'd, 

Shall  err  therein :  byt  they  redeem'd 
.    In  Jefu's  bloody  thall  (hew  their  righi. 

To  travel  there,  till  heav'n'sin  fight. 

•  This  is  the  way  I  long  have  fought, 
And  moum'd,  beca'ife  I  found  it  not ; 
My  grief,  my  burden,  long  have  been, 
ficcJiufe  I  cou'd  not  ccafe  from  fin. 

7  The  more  I  ftrove  againft  its  pow'r, 
I  finn'd  and  (lumbied  but  the  more  ; 
Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  fa v, 
Come  hither,  ibul,  for  Vm  the  way* 

0  Lo!  glad  I  come,  and  thou,  dear  Lamb^ 
Shalt  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  am  : 
Nothing  but  fm  I  thee  can  give, 
1fot hclp^mc^andthy  praife I'll  live* 

H3  ^"i^A^ 


9  l*il  tell  to  all  poor  finncrs  round, 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found 
1*11  point  to  thy  redeeming  bldod, 
And  fay,  Behold  the  way  to  God  I 


•'m'mmfmmm 


HYMN      XCVI. C.  M. 

COME  guilty  fouk,  and  flee  awajr 
Like  doves  to  Jcfu's  wounds: 
This  is  the  welcome  gofpel  day 
Wherein  free  grace  abounds. 

1  God  lov'd  the  world,  and  gave  his  Soa 
To  drink  the  cup  of  wrath; 
And  Jefus  fays,  He'll  caft  out  none 
That  come  to  him  by  faith. 


HYMN      XCVn. C.  M. 

X   /^HIEF  Elder  in  thy  church  and  houfc, 
V^     Look  on  thy  family  : 
Be  tender  of  thy  dear-bought  fpoufe, 
Thy  dear-bought  fpoufe  are  we. 

a  Thv  fcrvants  fall  our  brethren)  look 
To  ihee,  for  finners  flain  : 
Thy  handmaids,  Jefus,  thee  invoke, 
Tq  watch  our  weaker  train. 


(  M9  ) 

\  US  to  walk  that  fo  thy  name 
!ay  by  us  honcmc'd  be  ; 
:  us  the  fpdrit  ot'a  Lamb, 
nfeiga'd  fimplicity. 

t  a  loving  fpLrit  rule,- 
child' like  fpirit  reign  ; 
all  like  thee  be  merciful, 
ike  thee  from  wrath  refrain. 

1(1  in  the  world,  may  we  adorn 
le  gofpel  of  thy  blood ; 
walk  'nvidft  cruel  jcecs  and  fcorn, 
idid  our  Mailer  God. 

leeknefe  (fuch  as  thee  oppofe) 
ay  we  to  Jefus  win : 
teach  thy  bride,  thy  fav'ritc  fpoufc, 
invite  poor  ftrapgers  in. 

e  us  become  a  burning  light,^ 
guide  to  fuch  as  dray : 
lovingly  in  all  men's  iight^ 
0  fwectly  on  our  way. 


I    Y     M     N      XCVIII. CM. 

ERE  is  the  Lord  I  Let  all  adore  ! 

How  dreadful  is  the  place ! 
.  is  the  gate  of  heav'n,  ye  poorL 
Ucnd  and  beg  for  grace. 

H  4  sr  Ilcfe 


( ^tb ) 

%  Here  i>  the  Lamb  taxAA^  Us  inew. 
He  fpreads  his  grachnis  hatkds : 
With  blefiings  for  his  church  bel^ 
Our  dear  Redeemer  ftands*. 

3  Afk  what  ye  will,  he  faitlii  kttA  t 

Your  large  requeft  wiH  graM ; 
Your  many  needs  will  liuppl}^ 
And  anfwcr  «very  winDfc. 

4  Dear  brethren  think  how  nigh  you  fi^ 

To  him  who  bled  for  you; 
Fall  down  and  worlhip  at  his  feet^ 
Who  love^  and  me«ts  yDu.  fd*. 

^  What  glorious  Ikvours  are  conferr'd 
Upon  us  by  the  Lamb  V 
See  how  ht:  treats,  with  kind  regard^ 
The  people  of  his  nUnie. 

§  The  happy  angels  ho v* ring  r^und^ 
Our  mercies  wond'ring  fee : 
Let  us  not  then  unmov'dbe  fbund^ 
But  very  thankful  be^ 


H    Y    M    N     XCIX. G.  M. 

JL  /^  Dear^ft  Saviour  whofe  I  am^ 
V-/     And  whom  1  ferve  alone  ; 
Al  thy  picrc'd  feet  il  blufh  for  fhame) 
And  fit  me  happjdown* 

St  ]K 


(  *2> ) 

*  Naked  I  feemyfel^  and  mind 
How  I  have  ^d  thee  iM  : 
A  finner  truly  poor  and  blind,. 
Yet  lo  t  tho»  lov'ft  tttt  {Ua. 

I  I  caife  my  eyes  and  Ice  what  fmart^ 
What  grief  I  put  thee  to  ; 
And  yet  ('tis  ftrange)  it  heals  my  hearty 
While  I  thy  anguifh  Tiew.. 

4  ^  know  my  (ins  MparM  the  wood. 
The  nailsi  and  whips^  and  fpeaf ; 
Which  tare  andflew  my  Lord  my  Gody, 
And  drew  foitii  ev'ry  tear« 

&  I  know  that  ev'iy  Aripe  he  had, 
And  ev'ry  pang  he  bore, 
A  nd  ev'ry  grief  till  he  was  dead. 
Was  my  defert  and  more*. 

^  ^*kts  makes  me  at  his  crois  de(i^ 
To  fit  and  fee  and  prize, 
^at  loving  Lamb,  that  God  of  mine,. 
That  wond'rous  faerifice* 


HYMN      C, 

»  T^BE  Lamb  is  (lain^  how  fwcet's  the  found  ? 
-l    What  fountains  are  in  ev'ry  wound  ? 
1'hofc  ftreaniJi  that  thence  lb  fecely  flow, 
^iliwaih  l^e  ^ner  white  as  ihow : 


(  1» ) 

What  ftrange  difeafes  will  they  cure  ?^  • 
What  Med'cine  are  they  for  the  poor  9 

2  Had  he  not  dy'd,'We  all  had  been 
Now  loft  in  unbelief  and  fin  ; 
But  while  hedy'd  upon  the  tree, 
He  bare  content  our  mifery, 

Our  chaftifement,  our  guilt,  and  blame- 
Was  laid  upon  the.rpotie(s  Lamb. 

3  His  robes  he  ftaih'd  with  fcarlet  hue, 
With  numerous  fins,  tho*  none  he  kn6%i^ 
And  meekly  ftood,  while  on  hisrhead 
Our  fins  were  charg'd,  our  follies  laid  j  • 
And  dy'd  a  facrificc  to  move 

Our  guilt,  to  whom  he  bare  fuch  love.. 

4  Thus  black  with  all  his  people's  hurt- 
He  weeping  flood  in  Herod's  court ; 
A  purple  robe  he  wore  to  (hew, 

Our  fins  we  hence  on  him  might  view;. 

Then  laid  the  robe  afide,  a  figu 

Our  crimes  were  laid  in  blood  divine 

3  Him  then  the  Spirit  juftify*d 

From  all  that  had  his  garments  dy'd; 

Himfelf  he  fanaify'd,  that  h.e 

Might  fanftify  his  family  : 

Qur  fins  made  his,  he  buried  were 

Went  in  the  thorns,  the  nails,  the  fpear*.    - 

6  For  ever  fin,  and  death  are  flain 
(Thro'  the  RcdecDocr's  fwcat  and  pafo) 

Ofic 


f  "3  ) 

Offsncei  and  tranfgreflions  fait. 
The  Saviouf  triumphs  over  all  / 
£rings  righteouiheis  everlaftitig  in, 
AxiA  makes-  by  death  an  end  or  (in«, 


HYMN      CI. ^^C.  M, 

^  T^E  witnefs  heav'n  and  earth  to-day 
Jj     We  give  ourfelvcs  to  him, 
Who  dy*d  to  take  our  fin  away, 
And  US  from  henee  redeem. 

•  We  make  a  prefcnt  of  our  lives, 

Our  goods,  and  friends,  and  btood,. 
To  Jefus  Chrift,  who  each  receives 
"Who  come  thro*  him  to  God. 

3  N^o  more  are  we  our  own,  no  more. 
To  this  world  we  belong ; 
VVe  are  the  Lord's,  him  we  adore^ 
The  God  of  all  our  throng. 


HYMN       CII.— C.  M. 

^    \X7E  come  and  fit^before  the  Lord,.. 
'  V       And  worfhip  at  his  feet : 
Thereon  our  tears  and  pray*rs  are  pour'd^ 
Which  once  with  blood  were  wet^ 


(  124  ) 

»  We  own,  dear  Saviour,  ev'ry  <m^ 
Unworthy  is  |o  fpeak ; 
Or  dare  to  figh  before  thy  throoe^ 
Or  there  petition  make.. 

3  Yet  feeing  thou  doft  finners  love^ 

And  wilt  attend  their  cry  : 
We  venture,  Lord,  our  fuit  w«  mov^^ 
We  venture  humbly  nigh. 

4  We  kifs  thee,  Son  of  God,  and  fee 

Thy  wounds,  and  thankful  pray  ;; 
And  there  as  on  an  altar^we 
Our  worthlefs  off 'ring  lay^ 

5  We  afk  (O-  do  not  us  deny) 

A  Lamb-like  fpirit  grant; 
A  fwect  unfeigned  fimplicity^ 
A  fervant's  mind  we  want. 

6  O  blefs  thy  lov*d  fociety 

With  bleffings.  Lord,  likethefe, 
And  thou,  dear  Maftcr,  till  we  diej 
Alone  fhalt  have  the  praifc. 


HYMN    ClIL e.  M. 

HENCE  nothing  will  we  know  befidcy. 
No  other  mvftry  learn ; 
But  that  a  Lamb  for  fur  rrsd^^'dj 
This  be  our  fole  concern* 

tXhr 


I  ^»5  ) 

This  we  profeis  and  this  maintiittoy 
Noae  can  falvation  ktiovi^ ; 

But  in  believing  he  was  flain  ; 
This  we  are  witnefs  to. 

For  this  let  all  ourenemteA 

Contnve  to  do  us  hurt; 
This  holdwe  faft,  tho'hAIihouldrile 

Againft  the  glad  report. 

Of  this,  G  finners  company^ 
V/c  humbly  make  our  boaft : 

This  teiito  men  far  off,  and  nigh, 
Our'Saoiour/affis  tkt  loJL 

He  only  did.  the  world  redeem^ 

lie  only  fav^d  mankind  : 
And  lo  !  whoever  looks  to  him, 

Shall  the  redemption  £nd. 

^ot  by  our  work$  of  righteeufhe&y 

-But  by  his  precious  blood 
■^Ci  fav'd  us,  ieal'd  us,  gave  us  peace, 

^nd  made  us  one  with  God. 


HYMN      CIV. CM. 

BEHOLD  !  before  the  Lord  we  lit, 
1  he  ilone  and  timber's  beam 
^Hall  bear  us  witnefe  we  commit, 
And  give  ourfelves  to  him* 

a  We 


(  "6  ) 

a  Wc  arc  the  Lofd\  are  wholly  his, 
Determin'd  to  purfuc 
Hisfootfteps  till  wc  fee  his  blifs^    • 
And  leave  the  world  below.  -  • 

3  Wc  lift  ourfelves  to  him  and  call 

His  pilgrims^  hence  our  name : 
To  him  give  up  ouftives^  our  all. 
And  take  his  crofs  and  fhame* 

4  Welcome  reproach,  true  riches  thou, 

When  for  the  5^02 w*r  borne ; 
Welcome  bad  names,  and  heavieft  w 
The  iols  of  friends,  and  fcorm 

5  With  bitter  herbs,  the  Lamb  received 

This  well  the  Father  knew  : 
Thus  we  accept  him,  he  who  liv-d 
A  bitter  life  below. 

6  Thro*  evil,  and  thro' good  report, 

Naked,  opprefsM,  revil'd ; 
We  follow  J^f/us  to  his  court, 
And  track  his  ev*rv  child. 


HYMN      CV. C. 


t   T   Hope  our  Saviour  don't  forget 
X     His  child  is  left  behind  ; 
He  fure  obferves  me  at  his  feet, 
And  bears  me  on  his  mind. 


(  ^^7  ) 

*  I^oft  thou  not,  deareft  Lamb  of  God  f 
Methinks  thou  anfwer'ft  fweet, 
*hy  name  is  on  my  hands  zuith  bloody 
And  graven  on  my  feet. 

8  ThoUf  Saxntmr^  wilt  remember  me, 
Thou  wilt,  thou  furely  wilt ; 
^or  thou,  my  Lord^  on  yonder  tree 
Didft  bear  my  fin  and  guilt. 

4  The  pain  which  thou  haft  there  eridur'd 
Will  put  thee  ftill  in  mind, 
That  I,  tor  whom  thou  fufler'dft,  Lord^ 
Am  left  to  roam  behind. 


HYMN     CVL C.  M. 

"*«?!*  a  fir  anger ,  and  afojourner^  as  all  my  fathers  were, 

Pfal.  39.  x2. 

1     T5  ECAUSE  I  am  a  ftranger  here, 
Xj     And  talk  of  Jefu*s  blood, 
X'mfcom'd  as  all  my  fathers  were,    * 
And  rarely  underftood. 

*  Around  my  weary  eyes  I  caft^ 
Survey  the  world  below : 
Vou  are  not  (glad  I  fay)  my  reft, 
I  don't  belong  to  you. 

S  See,  O  my  foul,  the  country  fee 
Is  fix'd  above  the  ikies : 
There  Jefus  waits  to  welcome  thee 
•   '      To  ftiare  his  paradife, 

4  Regard 


4  Regard  npt  t^^n  thy  treattiumt  pow» 
But  wait  a  few  days  more  i 
And  dreft  in  garments  white  4s  (how^ 
Thou  ihalt  attain  thy  (hore. 

^  Friands  ha.ft.ihou  waiJt^  hete?  tby  lofs 
Shall  there  be  well  made  upy ; 
With  all  the  (ainU  who  once  wen:  thuS| 
Thou  (halt  fit  down  axxdfup* 

6  Gird  up  thy  loins,  and  forward  Movf, 
A  pilgrim  tho*  thou  an  ; 
^^M J  hath  feton  thee  his  love, 
And  feals  thee  to  his  hearu 


HYMN      CVII aM. 

1   T    ET  others  fcek  thetn  pteafures  new, 
JLj     Themfelves  with  fongs  divert ; 
One  thing  I  only  pant  to  know, 

The  blood  of  Jesu's  heart- 
Detcrmin'd  am  I  (who  will  blame) 

While  I  on  «arth  abide. 
To  make  my  fone  my  conftarit  theme, 

*'  My  LoiiD  is  cTucify'd  V 

a  Under  the  crofs  I  make  my  place, 
And  well  regard  his  pain ; 
Search  into  theamasiog  grace, 
The  caufe  why  he  was  flaia. 
The  wond^rous  thiog  has  charn^'d  me  fo 
That  ev'ry  thing  be£dc 

1  tra 


(  "9  ') 

I  tnmple  on,  thii  only  know^ 
**  My  Lord  is  crucifyM!** 

9  W'hat  pleafures  can  a  foul  efteen^ 

Who  has  of  Jefus  heard, 
^nlefs  it  be  to  walk  with  him, 

And  think  on  his  reward  ? 
^  have  no  folid  pleafures  feen. 

No  blifs,  till  I  decry'd 
The  Lamb^  fince  which  my  (bng  hath  beeB^ 

**My  Lord  iscrucify'd!** 

4  No  comfort  can  I  take  below^ 

Tho*  ev'ry  thing  goes  well, 
^nlefs  his  merits  on  me  (low, 

Unlefs  his  blood  I  feel ; 
^^hen  this  I  prove,  I  fee  by  faitb^ 

His  bloody  hands  fpread  wide  ; 
-^^nd  fmg  as  I  behold  his  death, 

**  My  Lord  is  crucify'd  i" 


.  »>i   I  <    I   I      ...         I  ■■  I     ■■  '    m^'tmm*^^^ 


HYMN      CVIII C.  M. 

*^^  haft  redeemed  us  to  God  by  thy  blood*  R«V.  V,  ^ 

.*  TiLOODofthevery  blefledXaw^, 
^^     What  wonders  haft  thou  wrought ! 
^cdecm'd  poor  linners  from  their  fham^ 

And  many  thoufands  bought. 
Well  may  the  fouls  in  peace  arriv'd 

On  Canaan's  happy  fhore, 
'^ho  when  below  tbis  blood  believ'c^ 
.  ^<  fountain  now  adore ! 


(  igo  ) 

2  By  blood  converted,  thy  confefs 

The  myft'ry  round  the  throne, 
And  fing,  Our  Saviour  madeour  peace 

By  blood,  and  that  his  own : 
Nor  mention  ought  the  thankful  tra^n^ 

But  how  his  precious  blood, 
When  he  for  finful  man  was  flain, 

Hath  brought  them  nigh  to'God» 

3  He  wafh'd  away  our  fins,  they  cry, 

By  his  own  blood,  and  we 
Are  juft,  and  fanftify'd  thereby, 

And  get  the  viftory. 
By  (bedding  of  his  blood  we  gain 

Remiflion  of  our  fin  ; 
And  peace  with  God  and  heav'n  obtain. 

And  all  that  is  therein. 

4  Ten  thoufand  bleflings  ftill  afcend 

Before  his  through-bor*d  feet, 
And  thanks  be  giv'n,  the  fmner's  friend. 

For  all  his  wounds  and  fweat. 
Let  ev*ry  tongue  confefs  to  thee. 

And  ev'r^  knee  be  bow'd, 
Who  bare  our  forrows  on  the  tree, 

And  wafh'd  us  in  his  blood. 


HYMN      CIX. CM, 

X     AND  will  a  day  of  clouds  and  fire 
x\.     Upon  the  earth  appear ? 
When  all  the  living  and  the  dead 
Shall  ftand  at  Jelu's  bar. 


(  '3i  ) 

a  And  fljall  mine  ej^es  behold  a  day 
'When  angels  rofy  hands 
Snail  heav'n  unveil,  and  (hew  the  Lamb 
'^o  all  the  difhnt  lands? 

# 

3  And  muft  mine  cars  for  certain  bear 
A  fummons  from  the  fky, 
when  the  fhrill  trumpet  founding  long 
Proclaims  the  judgment  nigh  ? 

4  Will  fuch  an  awful  time  commeoce. 
When  all  who  God  forgot, 
Shall  far  from  Jefu's  throne  be  driv*n 
Wiihthofe  who  knew  him  not? 

S  Then  fay,  my  God,  how  long,  how  long, 
E^ethou  in  fight  appear? 
Behold  thy  fcriptures  anfwer  me, 
Wherf  men  are  lead  aware. 

^  ^c»  and  days  fhall  pafs  away, 
And  time  no  longer  be ; 
Jcfus  (hall  then  on  clouds  defcehd, 
And  all  the  Lamb  fhall  fee. 

7.P*rknefs,  and  blood,  and  fire,  and  fmoke, 
Shall  jn  the  air  be  feen  ; 
The  fun,  the  moon,  and  ftars  fhall  ceafc 
To  light  the  world  again. 

8  The  feat  by  mighty  tempefts  ftir'd, 
With  all  her  waves  (hall  roar, 
■•hall  back  return  the  dead  therein, 
'II!  And  put  her  prey  on  fliorc. 

1%  ^Vtat 


9  The  trembling  mountains  far  fhall  move. 
Men's  hearts  for  fear  (hall  fail ; 
And  all  the  kindred  of  the  earth 
In  great  diflrefs  (hall  wail. 

10  To  hide  them  in  the  falling  rodcs 

Poor  guilty  fouls  ihall  fly ; 
And  loud  to  hills  for  refuge  too 
In  Vcun  (hall  finners  cry. 

11  O  Lamb  of  God,  thou  King  of  faints, 

Thou  righteous  Judge,  to  thee 
I  fly  for  refuge;  in  thy  wounds 
Hide  thou  ungodly  me.    , 

12  There  be  myfafe  afylum ;  there 

Let  me  ray  int'reft  know. 
Ere  thou  in  flaming  fire  appcar'ft. 
To  judge  the  word  below. 

13  Then  let  the  laft  loud  blafl:  be  blown! 

Then  call,  Arifc  ye  dead! 
Then  fhall  my  very  happy  foul  * 

With  joy  lift  up  her  head. 


1  TNj 
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HYMN      ex. 

all  my  trials  flill  I  fee 

ur  Saviour  loves  poor  (inful  me, 

This  is  my  only  hope ; 


(  *33  ) 

This  bears  me  thro'  a  thoufand  fnares, 
And  in  ten  thoufand  griefs  and  fears 
This  lifts  me  fwectly  up. 

*  ^  did  my  faith  a  moment  fail, 
Howwould  the  bufy  pow'rs  of  hell 

Againft  me  dreadful  rife  ; 
**ow  wou*d  they  tread  me  under  foot, 
"Ajid  feck  to  fpoil  me  braik:h  and  root, 

And  put  out  both  my  eyes. 

^  ^ut  thanks  to  his  eternal  name, 
^^ho  is  my  Lord,  and  Qod,  and  Lamb, 

I  hold  my  target  firm  : 
Wc  is  my  ftrength,  and  firong  I  ftand, 
^Vhilc  underneath  he  lays  his  hand, 

His  everlafting  arm. 

^  *  will  believe  hcjuftifies, 
*-  know  his  groans,  and  (ears,  and  cries. 

Were  heaxd,  and  are  for  mc ; 
*hen  who  can  hurt,  or  who  condemn 
A  foul  fo  favoured  of  the  Lamb, 

A  foul  fo  fafe  and  free ! 


•mm^m 


HYMN      CXL 
Hsfung  an  Hymn.    Mark  xiv.  a 6. 

*  OOME,  O  my  foul,  by  Cedron  come, 
^    And  at  his  fupper  Jefus  fee, 
^^e  view  him  in  the  upper-room, 
With  bis  peculiar  family  : 

1 3  AJltT 


(  m) 

After  thy  Lord's  example  do^ 
And  fing  as  he  in  all  thy  woe. 

2  He  when  with  all  his  burthens  bow^d. 

When  lo  his  friends  he  this  confefs'd. 
Your  Mafter's  foul,  your  Chief,  your  God, 

Is  very  heavy,  and  opprefs'd, 
Ev'n  then  he  fang  an  hymn  to  fhew 
What  thou,  my  foul,  when  fad  fhould'ftd*. 

3  Art^hou  afflifted?  go  and  pray  ; 

Wou!d*ft  thou  be  merry  ?  fing  a  pfalm : 
Thus  heavinefs  divert  away. 

Thus  do  till  all  be  dill  and  calm : 
Thus  joy  in  tribulation  ftill, 
And  fing  come  griefs  whatever  will. 

4  Thus  Luther  iry'd  with  troubles  fore, 

Look'd  up  thro'  all,  and  prais'd  the  Lam 
Nor  gave  the  pleafing  fubje6i  o?er, 

Till  by  his  blood  he  overcame  r 
Sing  thou,  my  foul,  and  thus  divert, 
And  warm  with  heav'nly  fires  thy  heart. 

5  Take  that  effeftual  hymn  which  J^ohn 

(When  wrapp'd  in  facred  ecftafy) 
Heard  chaunted  round  the  Saviour's  throe 

And  iing  to  all  eternity  ; 
**  Worthy  is  he  for  linners  flain  ! 
''  The  Lamb  once  dead,  who  lives  again." 

6  Be  this,  my  foul,  thy  fav'rite  theme, 

He  dy'd,  and  wafli'd  me  in  his  blcx)d, 


(  i35  ) 

Sing  how  the  Romans  tortur'd  him, 

And  tiail'd  htm  to  the  crofs's  Wood  ; 
Sing  how  the  blood  his  garments  dy'd 
When  he  was  bruis'd  and  crucify'd. 

7  bing  of  his  wounds,  their  number  fmg, 

' '^eir  worth,  ihcir  end,  their  deep  profound, 
'Jp.  8*^zc  upon  thy  bleeding  King, 
^ill  all  thy  griefs  in  him  are  drown'd  : 
y     Ceafc  till  thou  thy  crown  haft  giv'n, 
*  fing,  my  foul,  thyfelf  to  heav'n. 


li     Y  '  M    N       CXII. C.  M. 

-6  7ict  this  the  Carpenter  f  Mark  vi.  3. 

^    \X  7ITH  thankfulnefs  I  fmg  the  Man, 
^y  V       Of  bleffed  Mary  born  ; 
^c  Lamb  of  God  for  Tinners  flain. 
The  fame  the  Hebrews  icorn. 

^y  Friend  I  fmg,  who  took  my  placc^ 
^  Beliver'd  up  For  me  ; 
^r  me,  and  all  th'  ungodly  race. 
Who  will  their  ruin  fee. 

S  *  he  Carpenter^  the  Nazerene, 
Who  all  my  curfe  endur'd, 
.^ho  having  wafh'd  aw^y  my  fin, 
My  part  in  heav'n  infur'd. 

1 4  i^Whea 


(  »86  ) 

4  When  he  on  C^lv^ry  naked -bled. 

He  groan'd  beneath  my  pain ; 
A  fpef^acle  to  angels  maae, 
A  gazing-ftock  for  men. 

5  This  of  my  Lord  I  can't  fcQ^get, 

With  all  bcfide  Pd  part ; 
But  O  his^  love,  death,  wound^  and  fweat. 
Are  written  on  my  heart. 

€  I  fain  would  banifh  from  my  mind 
The  world,  and  things  of  fenfe, 
And  only  mufe  on  what  I  find 
In  him,  nor  move  from  hence. 

7  In  golden  fliow'rs  of  drops  of  blood, 

I  (it  beneath  the  crofs ; 
And  view  the  Lamb-like  Son  o(  God, 
And  how  he  Haughter'd  was. 

8  I  kifs  the  nail-holes  in  his  feet, 

And  where  the  fpear  went  in  ; 
And  make  the  cave  my  fweet  retreat, 
From  all  the  florms  of  (in. 

9  Nothing  lik(^  him  fo  pleafing  (hines 

In  my  admiring  eyes ; 
Love,  conqu'ring  love,  my  foul  confines 
Him  more  than  all  to  prize. 


HYM 
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Y    M    N    CXIII. C.  M* 

lad  my  foul  ten  thoufand  tongues, 
Ally  all  (hould  join  one  theme  : 
bjeftof  my  endlefsfongs 
lid  be  my  Sayiour's  name* 

s  a  lion,  I  who  late 
inft  our  Saviour  ftrove ; 
onquer*d  fit  at  his  dear  feet, 
fing  the  pow'r  of  love* 

ppy  fpoil  am  I  become, 
willing  captive  now ; 
icious  wounds  have  made  me  room, 
wafh'd  my  fins  like  fnow* 

was  blind,  and  headlong  nin 
road  that  leads  to  hell : 
ted  all  the  trued  gain, 
I  blits  unchangeable. 

pled  on  my  Saviour's  blood, 
I  difefteem'd  his  crofs ; 
s  highway  1  daring  ilqod, 
I  there  m^  glory  was. 

had  I  ever  (laid,  had  he, 
ora  1  fo  evil  us'd, 
d  to  pity  finful  me, 
mercy  me  refus'd. 


iHvb 
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f  »38  ) 

7  His  fame  to  all  eternity 

My  happy  foul  (hall  fprcad  ; 
I'll  fing,  He  liv*d;  he  dy'd  for  me, 
For  me  to  death  he  bled. 


HYMN      CXIV. CM. 

1  A  TOST  careful  Shepherd  when  I  ftray, 
JLVX     For  prone  to  ftray  I  am ;. 

C6me  after  me,  and  in  thy  way 
Reduce  thy  dear-bought  Lamb. 

2  This  well  thou  know'ft,  for  I  appeaL 

To  thy  all-ieeing  eye; 
My  inmoft  foul  loves  thee  fo  well, 
Than  fin,  Pd  rather  die. 

Q,  (Not  willingly)  I  oft  forget 
My  Saviour  and  his  blood : 
I  leave  my  place,  ev'n  his  dear  feet, 
And  grieve  my  tender  God. 

4  This  makes  me  now  with  bended  knees 
Thy  daily  care  implore  ; 
Confine  me,  Lord,  if  thee  it  plcafc, 
And  let  me  rove  no  more. 

^  O  take  the  golden  girdle,  love, 
And  bind  my  heart  to  thine ; 
Let  me  thy  little  captive  prove. 
Become  thy  fpoil  divine*. 


(  ^39  ) 

-etall  the  chains  that  bound  my  Loid^ 

Before  the  Tetrarch's  bar, 
'lake  me  thy  pris'ncr  fo  fccur'd, 

As  not  to  Wander  far. 

ea,  other  liberty  deny,. 

But  this,  to  live  to  God ; 
Q  thee  to  fpeak,  to  a 6b,  to  die. 

In  honour  of  thy  blood. 

pen  the  altar,  Jejus  Chriftj 
And  to  the  horns  his  handsy 
>  bind  me,  Lord,  thy  facrifice, 
Nor  loofen  e/er  my  bands. 


H    Y     M    ]sr      CXV. 

iLOOD  of  Jefu's  wounds,  how  good 
Sounds  it  in  my  ears  and  heart? 
lothing  furely,  like  that  blood, 
Can  fuch  folid  blifs  impart ; 

O  'tis  moft  divine  ! 
Weary  linners  hither  fly, 
•aden  with  yourcrimfon  lin, 
This. blots  out  the  dreadful  dyCi 

ou  who  have  the  law  obey'd, 
You  a  righteoufnefs  t'  attain, 

-arneftly  by'  work s  affay 'd, 
But  have  found  your  ftrifein  vain^. 


(  MO  } 

Turn  you  to  the  blood  y 
Thither  look,  and  you  no  more 
Shall  lament  an  abfent  God, 
Nor  your  dreadful  flate  deplore- 

3  Whofo  after  reft  enquires, 

Let  him  to  the  blood  approach  : 
Whofo  perfeft  reft  deiires, 

Jefu's  blood  affordeth  fuch ; 
Be  perfuaded  then  :. 

Lift  ye  up  your  downcad  eyes, 
See  the  Saviour  bloody  ilkin, 

There  thy  reft,  poor  (inner  is». 

4  Here  may  I  take  up  my  place. 

Here  for  ever  happy  be, 
Here  wrap  up  my  blufhing  facCj 

Seeking  nought  befide  to  fee; 
Here  my  foul  (it  down, 

Feed  upon  the  blood  and  prove 
What  the  Lord  for  thee  has  done. 

Fathom  i  if  thou  can'ft)  his  love* 

5  Let  this  thy  employment  be 

Still  to  gaze  on  Jefo's  blood ; 
Sit  beneath  the  cuffed  tree. 

Look  upon  thy  bleeding  God  I 
Look,  and  never  tire  ; 

Count  his  fears,  and  tell  each  wound, 
Be  this  ever  thy  defire, 

Jefu'a  blood's  vaft  depth  to  found* 


HY 
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HYMN      CXVI. 

£T  the  church  our  Saviour  blefs 
A    For  thi  $  |[reat  ialvation ; 
ig  of  him,  your  righceoufners, 
^'avour'd  congregation. 

ye  thankful  at  his  feet, 
Vhoto  fave  us  dieci; 
10  by  pains  and  labours  great 
lath  us  jufliiied. 

ng  the  elders,  and  the  choirs 
)f  the  younger  people  ; 
i  him,  who  the  Lamb  defires, 
,v^ry  weak  difciple. 

them  at  his  feet  fit  down, 
''ery  thankful  bringing 
nns  of  honour  to  the  Son, 
uch  in  conceit  finging* 

irthy  only  is  our  God, 
Vhom  we  love  fincerely  : 
>rthy  he,  for  by  his  blood 
le  redeem'd  us  dearly. 

bis  churches  worfhip  him^ 

laying,  Live  for  ever  ; 

hou  Lamb,  t»ur  fav'rite  theme, 

)eareft,  condant  Saviour. 

7  Down 


(  M«  ) 

7  Down  before  thy  feet  we  bow. 
Daily  this  confeffing, 
Thou  didft  fav«  us,  only  thou, 
Thine  be  thanks  and  blefling. 


'4 


HYMN      CXVII— C.  M. 

t  ^^  Dear  Immanuel^  foolifb  men, 
\^     Becaufe  they  know  thee  not. 
Think  very  little  of  thy  pain. 

And  w.hat  thy  blood  hath  bought, 

Jt  But  furc  I  never  can  forget 

Thou  didft  that  guilt  endure, 
Which  elfe  (e^er  now)  in  torments  great 
Had  funk  me  evermore. 

3  Thy  blood,  when  thy  dear  feet  were  bor'd, 

Didfpeak  my  pardon  loud  ; 
Did  wafh  me,  O  my  loving  Lord, 
And  heal*d  me  in  its  flood. 

4  Thy  cries  fo  ftrong,  and  many  tears 

So  plentifully  fhed, 
I  ftill  remember,  and  the  pray'rs 
Which  thou  for  me  hafl  pray'd. 

5  Thy  wounds,  thy  blood,  flilll  on  my  heart 

Like  beft  of  ointments  are  : 
Like  myrrh  and  frank incenfe,  thy  fmart, 
Or  fpices  brought  from  far, 

6 


(  ^3  ) 

6  The  very  mention  of  thy  name 
My  fainting  fpirits  chears: 
-To  all  my  wounds  'tis  goodly ,baln:\. 
It  quite  expels  my  fears. 

J  I  love  thy  fcript'ures  fiU'd  fo  full 
Of  thy  moft  precious  blood  ; 
Thy  name,  and  travail  of  thy  foul. 
My  deareft  Lord  and  God. 

8  Nor  can  I  like  that  work,  or  word, 
That  doftrine,  book,  or  theme. 
That  takes  no  notice  of  my  Lord, 
Or  leaves  out  his  dear  name. 

g  As  in  a  figure  blood  did  once 

Make  all  things  pure  and  good, 
So  now  will  I  that  thing  renounce 
Not  fprinlcled  by.  the  blood. 

10  Nor  will  I  call  that  fav'ry  hence, 

Not  falted  with  the  fame  : 
Nor  praife  the  higheft  eloquence, 
Whofc  fubjeft  s  not  the  Lamb. 

11  Thy  blood  fhall  be  my  fait,  my  Lord, 

Shall  furinkle  all  my  good  ; 
Shall  hallow  ev'ry  thought,  and  word. 
All  fiidil  be  purg'd  with  blood. 

12  Forgive  me  if  I  e'er  am  pleas'd 

With  ought  not  thus  made  pure, 
Or  if  I  ought  befide  have  prais'd, 
And  let  me  ^n  no  more, 

HYMN 
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HYMN    CXVIII. CM. 

Thdu  art  a  Fritft  for  ever  after  the  Ouitr  tf 

Melchifedech. 

1  T^HOU  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb, 

X       I  love  to  hear  of  thee : 
No  muiick  like  thy  charming  name. 

Is  half  fo  fweet  to  me : 
O  let  me  ever  hear  thy  voice, 

In  mercy  to  me  fpeak  ; 
And  in  my  Prieft  will  1  rejoice. 

My  great  MelchifsdecL 

2  My  Jefus  fliall  be  ftill  my  theme, 

While  in  this  world  I  ftay  ; 
ril  fingmy  Jefu's  lovely  name, 

When  all  things  elfe  decay, 
When  I  appear  in  yonder  cloud 

With  all  his  favour'd  throng; 
Then  will  I  ling  more  fweet,  more  loud. 

And  Chrifi  (hall  be  my  fong. 


HYMN       CXIX. 

WHAT  mercy  hath  the  Saviour  fhew'd, 
In  that  he  who  was  very  God, 
Th'  eternal  Father's  brightnels, 

Catr 


(  H5) 

down  from  hcav'n,  and  was  a  man, 
:ed  with  nay  grief  and  pain, 
Uid  in  a  fervant's  likcncfs : 

For  mc   . 

Did  he 

Toil  and  travail ; 

All  my  evil, 

Ev'ry  burden 

Bore  Xhe  Saviour  in  the  Garden. 

I  he  before  the  Ruler  flood, 
cd  by  the  multitude, 
lound,  and  with  fcourges  beaten, 
iltlefs  was  for  me  conuemn'd. 
'hole  alTemblv  him  blafphem'd, 
'et  no  ore  did  he  threaten* 

He  knew 

The  woe 

On  him  poured, 

I  incurred ; 

So  he  tender 

Bore  the  punifhment  and  (lander. 

from  the  judgment-feat  he  went, 
mii*d  to  have  the  chaftifementj 
I'^hich  was  my  juft  demerit ; 
im'rous  fins  he  patient  bore, 
Roman  whips  his  body  tore, 
nd  guilt  opprefs'd  his  Spirit ; 
In  red 
They  made 
Him  do  penance; 
Then  his  fentence 

K  The^ 
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They  fulfilled, 

And  the  Lamb,  my  Mafter,  kiUdli 

4  His  Royal  Head  with  thorns  they  crown'd, 
His  harmlefs  hands  with  fetters  bound, 
And  then  thro'  crowds  of  people, 
The  Lamb  without  the  gates  they  led. 
Bearing  upon  his  guijtlels  head 
The  (ins  of  each  difciple ; 
Content 
He  went, 
Bow'd  and  heavy. 
Very  weary ;    / 
So  he  valued, 
And  to  death  to  win  me  followed. 

5  To  Calv'ry's  hill  he  bore  my  load. 

And  there  the  Lamb,  my  Lord  and  God, 

When  he  came  thither  nailed 
My  iins,  and  mine  iniquity, 
With  his  own  body  to  the  tree, 
And  there  my  pardon  fealed  ; 
Mv  Lord, 
Ador'd 
Be  thou  ever : 
Only  Sdviour, 
Geo  Almighty, 
Full  of  mercy,  love,  and  pity« 

6  Thou  great  Atonement,  GOD  made  Mak  ! 
Who  conde(cended  to  be  (lain, 
In  fervants  form  4uid  meaner ; 


'  iH7  ) 

Who  thy  own  fclf,  thy  Icif  alone, 
Didft  bear  my  offences  ev'ry  one, 
And  dy'dfk  for  roe  a  finner ; 
Didd  bleed . 
Till  dead, 
.    Hence  be  given 
Thanks  in  neaven, 
Pow't  and  bleiSng, 
And  within  me  never  ceaflng. 


HYMN      CXX. — r-C.M. 

Godly.  Sorrow, 

1  TpOR  him  whom  I  have  pierc'd  I  mourn, 
X7       In  forrow  for  him  look  ; 
As  friends  lament  their  dear  Hrd-born 
By  fudden  death  overtook. 

s  I  think  alas  how  oft  have  I 
Thy  kind  rebukes  refused  • 
Pre ferr'd  before  thee  vanity, 
And  all  thy  love  abus'd. 

g  What  fliall  I  do,  now  I  have  finn'd, 
Thou  Lamb-like  Son  of  God  : 
IMl  come  to  thee,  my  (lighted  Friend, 
O  wafh  mc  in  thy  blood. 

4  I'll  come  to  thee,  and  tell  thee  all 
The  vilenefs  of  my  fm : 
My  many  faults,  my  dreadful  fall, 
And  thou  (halt  make  me  clean. 

K  2  5  Bo^'d 
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^  Bow'd  down  with  holy  fhame  I'll  own 
My  fin  for  evermore ; 
And  for  my  pardon  round  the  thtone 
I'll  ever  thee  adore. 

6  I'll  mourn  that  I  have  pierc'd  thcc  thus; 

And  yet  tho'  thus  I  have, 
My  fins  are  all  nail'd  to  thy  crofs, 
And  bury'd  in  thy  grave. 

7  The  napkin  thou  haft  left  behind 

Shall  wipe  my  weeping  eyes ; 
Till  1  in  Abraham* s  harbour  find 
My  endlefs  paradile. 


HYMN      CXXI— — CM, 

1  /^  Saviour  of  loft  (inners,  fee 

VJ     Before  thy  feet  I  fall ; 

I  bow  my  guilty  head  to  thee, 

And  loud  for  mercy  call. 

ft  I  know  I  (hall  not  cry  in  vain, 
For  tho'  I  am  fo  vile, 
Thou  waft  on  Calv'ry  for  me  ftain, 
And  there  mad'ft  me  thy  fpoil.    ^ 

3  Look  on  thy  bleeding  hands,  for  there 
I'm  fure  my  name  is  wiote ; 
And  fee  thy  hde,  my  M after  dear, 
If  thou  haft  me  forgot* 


\     i  M9  ) 

lire  thbu  canft'  not  e'er  forget, 
f  whom  thou  haft  endured 
uch  fliarp  pain  and  bloody  fweat, 
f  dear  redeeming  Lord. 

n  the  prefumptuous  Roman  cad 
e  pointed  javelin  in  ; 
tnpt  my  pardon  there,  and  fafl  * 
iOte  to  thy  heart  my  fin. 

I  believe,  and  tho'  I  ftray, 
annot  but  have  hope ; 
makes  me,  tho'  afhamed,  pray/ 
d  keeps  my  fpirit  up, 

y  I  ne'er  thy  mercy  doubt, 
wever  bad  1  am  ; 
ink  1  e'r  can  be  caft  out 
thee,  my  Lord,  the  Lamb» 

ct  me  ftn  again,  bat  keep 
wand'ring  foul  in  thee  ; 
11 1  afk,  till  I  fhall  flcep 
d  here  no  longer  be. 


HYMN       CXXII.  , 

IY  Lord,  my  dcareft  Lord  I  fee^ 
That  daily  I  have  need  of  thee  ; 
i  every  moment  thee  I  want, 
y  prefence  every  moment  grant ; 

K  3  And 


And  keep  m^,  O  my  Saviour,  by  tliy  fiflCf 
And  henceforth,  Lord,  be  pleas'd  my  feet  to  guw 

2  If  I  but  fpeak,  or  think  amifs. 

Or  in  the  leaft  thy  will  trft»%ie&; 
Mv  fault,  my  tender  Shepherd,  Ihew, 
And  always  teach  me  what  to  do ; 
Yea  let  me  From  my  works,  my  doiB|9  ceife 
Reign  thou  in  me,  my  pcrfefl:  righteoufacls. 

3  I  know  what's  mine  is  (in,  thy  blood 
Had  need  wafh  dll  to  make  it  good  ; 
Yea  all  my  pray'rs  but  fihhy  are, 
And  hell-deferving  ev'ry  tear ; 

My  great  High-Pricft,  I  offer  all  thro*  tbcCf 
Nor  can  befide  myfelf  accepted  be. 

4  Into  thy  hands  I  give  my  pray'rs, 
And  on  thy  feet  I  pour  my  tears ; 
O  wa(h  them,  Jcjus^  in  thy  blood> 
And  then  prefent  them  to  my  God : 

He  will,  1  know,  he  will  my  works  recciv^: 
If  thou  wilt  tell  him,  I  in  thee  believe. 


HYMN      CXXIII L.M, 

HOW  fad's  my  ftate,  I  know  not  how 
To  pleafe  the  Lamb,  or  do  hi&  will ; 
Mylelf  and  God  I  want  to  know^ 
Yet  ignorant  of  both  am  (lilL 

slm 


(  »5»  ) 

3urn  becBufbl  caxmot  mourn, 
grieve  becaufe  I  cannot  grieve; 
itc  my  fin,  yet  cannot  turn, 
hear  the  tiuth,  but  can't  believe. 

plels  am  I,  and  felf-concienmM, 
Jcurable  I  fee  my  wound ; 
come  to  thee,  but  am  afham'd, 
^  where  (hall  help  Ibr  nie  be  foand. 

ere  (hall  (o  great  a  iinner  run  ? 
dangers  on  ev'ry  fide  I  fee ; 
)  undone,  undone,  undone, 
nlels  our  Saviour  comes  to  me» 

pity  move  thee  to  appear, 

inner-receiving  Son  of  God ; 

ny  behalf  be  kindly  near, 

^nd  quench  my  crying  fins  with  blood* 

chout^h/  gentle  hand  to  give 
alvatiob  to,9  wretch  diftrels'd ; 
c,  O  dear' Saviour,  to  believe, 
^  weary  foul  who  wants  thy  reft. 


HYMN      CXXIV. 

OME,  my  foul,  before  the  Lamb, 
'    Fall  and  do  him  rev'rcncc  ; 
shim  for  his  blood  ai^d  nanie|. 
ina  his  great  deliverance* 

K4  a  Why 


(  «5«  ) 

8  Why  (hould  forrow  bow  thee  down, 
Trials  or  temptation  P 
Is  not  Chrift  upon  the  throne 
Still  thy  ftrong  falvation  ? 

2  What  had  thou  to  do  with  care  ? 
W  hy  art  thou  fo  bufy  ? 
Chrid  was  (laugh  ter'd,  look  thou  there. 
Let  that  fcene  amufe  thee. 

4  Cail  thy  burdens  on  the  Lord, 

Leave  them  with  thy  Saviour,' 
He  (whofe  hands  for  thee  were  bor'd) 
Will  thee  fure  deliver. 

5  Sec  htm  falling  on  the  ground, 

Troubled  in  the  garden  ; 
By  hell's  legions  compafsM  round^ 
Cad  on  him  thy  burden. 

6  Go  and  tell  him  all  thy  woe» 

Shew  the  Lord  what  grieves  thee  ; 
All  thy  weight,  thy  troubles  fhcw, 
J^i/us  will  receive  thee. 

7  O  my  foul,  didft  thou  but  view 

How  he  hath  engraven 
Thee  upon  his  hands,  then  thou 
Now  would'fl:  walk  on  ev€n« 

8  Nothing  then,  as  he  hath  faid, 

Thee  from  peace  could  fever ; 
No;  thy  peace  from  him  thy  head^ 
Would  be  like  a  river* 


^-. 


(  153) 

'urn  thee  to  thy  reft,  my  foul. 

Turn  thee,  and  difcover 
[ow  he  yet  is  merciful, 

Tum  thee  to  thy  lover. 

Blufh  that  thou  bafl  him  forgot^ 
Happy  ia  him  make  thee  ; 

Gaze  upon  him,  who  thee  bought. 
Till  to  him  he  takes  thee. 

Leave  thy  earthly  things  behind, 
Mind  alone  thy  Savi«ur  > 

Count  thou  all  beiide  but  wind. 
Trample  on  it  ever. 

Run  thou  naked,  this  is  right, 

Imitate  thy  mafter ; 
Caft  afide  thy  ev'ry  weight,. 

So  thouUt  run  the  fafter. 


HYMN      CXXV. L.M. 

Reverence  my  Sotu 

TO  Jefus,  e'er  the  worlds  were  made. 
The  everlafting  Father  faid, 
Wiy  Son  upon  my  right-hand  ftt, 
And  treaa  thy  foes  beneath  thy  feet. 

The  Word  made  Jlejh^  the  elders  fee, 
And  all  the  royal  family  ;. 
Touch'd  with  a  fenfe  of  this  fall  down ! 
And  great  th*  humiliation  own  I 

3  Ten 


g  Ten  thoufand  thaufend  do  the  feme, 
Who  mi nifter  before  the  LambJ 
Him  GOD  MADE  Man,  they  thankful  fcc^ 
But  can't  define  the  rayftery. 

4.  So  let  my  foul,  the  church,  and  all; 
Who  love  the  Lafmb,  before  him  fall. 
And  own  ou^  God  upon  thecrofs 
Was  flefh,  and  carfie  and  dy*d  for  us* 

5  O  let  us  hide  our  face,  and  low 
Ourfelves  before  his  footftool  throw; 
And  kifs  his  bloody  feet,  and  be 
His  worfhippers  eternally. 

6^  Hail  only  Lord,  and  Son  of  Man  f 
Who  thro'  thy  own  great  love  was  flain  ; 
Hail  very  body  of  the  Lamb  1 
Hail  Lord  Immanuel,  great  I  am! 

7  In  deepeft  love,  and  poverty, 
We  proftrdte  fall  to  worfhip  thee ; 
Thou  man  with  blood  fo  fprinklcd  o*er. 
Thou  God,  whom  heav'n  and  earth  adore* 


0 


HYMN    CXXVL— C.  M» 

Lzad  me  to  thine  kdy  HUL 
Lead  me  near  the  mount  of  God, 


And  there  thy  fervant  meet ; 
There  let  me  view  thy  fprinkling  biooi. 

There  worlhip  at  thy  fccu  ^ 


(  ^55  ) 

Calvary  lead  my  foul  by  fakh, 

0  hear  thy  groans  and  cries, 
ce  the  Lamb's  atoning  death, 
nd  glorious  facrifice. 

:  may  I  learn  of  thee,  my  Lord, 
he  myft*^fie^  of  thy  blood, 

1  ihall  hear  that  wifh'd-ibr  word, 
ome  up  and  be  with  God. 


HYMN       CXXVn. 

HOW  fooHQi  I  am  ! 
I  turn  from  the  Lamb^ 
tze  on  my  heart,  and  fo  nurfe  my  dead  frame. 

Look  up  to  mc^  faith 
The  God  of  tny  faith, 
on  my  fin,  and  fee  nothing  but  deatlu 

I  often  have  view'd 
My  fins  multitude, 
lof  my  Saviour^  all  covered  in  blood.^ 

This  keeps  me  fo  low, 
This  adds  to  my  woe, 
Ce  to  myfelf,  not  to  Jfe/us^  I  go. 

O  hear  me,  who  was 
N'aird  high  on  the  crofs, 
ell  me  if  1  mud  for  ever  he  thus.. 

6ThQa 


{  «56  > 

6  Thou  faith,  look  on  me. 

Delivered  for  thee, 
Thy  furcty,  thy  Saviour,  and  thou  (halt  be  txc 

J         .    Behold  me,  and  gaze 
On  my  bruifed  face, 

Look  on  my  torn  body,  'tis  thy  reding  place* 

• 

8  I  paid  thy  long  debt 
With  drops  of  blood-fweat ; 

My  hands  from  the  Father  reach  out  the  recei; 

9  Confider  not  thou 
How  dead  and  how  low 

Thou  art  inthyfcif,  but  thy  Pay-m after  view. 

10  Thus  Abraham  believ'd, 
And  ftrength  he  receiv'd, 

To  trull  in  that  God,  to  whom  he's  arriv'd. 

1 1  Tho'  antlent  and  dead, 
The  promife  him  made. 

He  held,  nor  once  ftagger'd  at  what  the  Lord 

12  O  could  I  do  fo, 

I  know  I  fhould  too 
Receive  the  bleft  witnefs,  Thy  fins  are  as /now 

13  O  teach  me,  my  God, 
Beneath  ev'iy  load, 

To  fee  thy  hands,  Saviour,  brimful  of  thy  blo4 


H  Y 


tw) 


H    Y    M    N       CXXVIII. 
Isihtrc  no  Balm  in  Gilead?  Jer.  viii.  82. 

^     TPHE  drops  of  precious  blood 
X  .  Which  from  my  Saviour  fell, 
I  count  the  only  med'cme  good, 
That  fhall  my  confcience  heal ; 
Peace,  O  my  tortur'd  foul, 
Thy  hurt  may  here  be  cur'd, 
The  bruifed  Lamb  (hail  make  thee  whole ; 
Look  up  and  fee  thy  Lord. 

8       When  naird  upon  the  tree, 

Thus  flay  I  fin,  he  faith. 
3y  dying,  iinner,  thus  for  thee, 

I  ranfbm  thee  from  death  ; 

Behold  me  chained  and  bound; 

Thus  I  thy  freedom  buy  ; 
Look  upon  me,  view  ev'ry  wound, 

And  know  for  thee  I  die. 

3       My  foul,  obedient  be. 

And  look  upon  the  Lamb ; 
His  blood  and  tears  behold  agree, 

To  make  a  heav'nly  balm  : 

This  was  of  old  defign'd 

To  cure  the  fons  of  men, 
Who  groaii  beneath  a  troubled  mind ; 

For  thefe  the  Lamb  was  {lain. 


/^U\ 


(  »d8  ) 

^      Mis  wounded  hands  are  leaves 

Of  him  the  tree  of  life, 
Which  if  applied,  afTur'dly  faves 

From  guilt,  and  pain,  and  gfief ; 

Yea,  if  incurajjle 

In  our  own  feives  we  are, 
This  falve  will  foon  renew  and  heil, 

£'en  dnners  who  defpair* 

5  Many  who  felt  them  loSt^ 
And  knew  ihey  were  undone. 

Have  by  this  means,  without  their  cofi^ 
Been  fav'd,  and  wear  the  crown  ; 
They  fell  at  Jcfu's  feet, 
And  (ighing,  look'd  to  him, 

Nor  look'd  in  vain,  his  balmy  fwe^t| 
His  blood  did  them  redeem. 

6  Try,  O  my  foul,  yea  try 
To  cure  thee  here  of  fin  ; 

Behold,  thefe  fp rings  are  never  dry  ; 

Lord,  let  me  here  turn  in  : 

Thou  naay*ft,  he  (aith,  and  calm 

Enjoy  the  Lord  thy  God  ; 
Come,  finner,  prove  thou  GiUad^s  balm. 

And  own  'tis  precious  blood. 


HYMN      CXXLX. L.  M. 

Who  is  this  that  comet h  from  Edorn  with  d/d  garmei 

Itii,  Ixiii.  I. 

1   TVJOW  will  I  Dill  before  the  Lamb, 
X  ll    In  dcepcft  gratitude  and  fliarac. 


(  ^59  ) 

And  fing  his -regal  myftcry, 
r       fiis  love,  and  how  be  deign'd  to  die, 

^y.Bo»raf^$  way  my  Lord  I  meet, 
^«dft  thoalands  in  Jerus*lem*s  ftrect, 
^'"oaning,  and  wccpnng,  and^wkh  gore, 
*^low8,tweat,  and  bruiies  covered  o*cr» 

^'*  ^^°^*  ^  ^^  ^^*  fliouldcrs  fee, 
^^fli'd  forward  by  the  company ; 
:^Uy'(i  by  none,  by  all  blafpnem'd, 
"^^^proachM,  denied,  and  condeinn'd. 

*  J^ho  is  it  ?  afk  the  ftrangers,  who 
^  Oil  man  dragg'd  on  in  purple  hue  ? 
^  Hat  makes  bis  garment  look  fo  red  ? 
^^liat  makes  him  fighing,  bow  his  bead  P 

^  ^»  s  I,  my  Lord  an  arifwer  makes, 
J^^^i:*  my  afflifted  people's  fakes 
^  ^x*ead  the  wine-prefs;  all  their  fin 
^y  raiment  ftains,  and  makes  unclean, 

"  ^vit,  my  dear  Mafter,  I  reply, 
^^by  art  ihoufo  tormented,  why  ? 
^^bat  makes  thee  thus  fuch  fmart  endure  ? 
**^«  faith,  Thy  wounded  foul  to  cure. 

7  ^o  Golgotha,  ingreateft  fiiame, 

^  hear  thy  load,  thy  guilt,  and  blame ; 
There,  on  my  crofs,  I  go,  that  I 
Thy  fin  with  me  may  crucify. 


8  behold 


(  i6o  ) 

8  Behold  me  traveling  thither,  feo 
Me  naird  on  the  accuf  fed  tree  : 
Behold  !  upon  the  fatal  wood, 

Thy  naked  Lord,  thy  bleeding  God. 

9  Yes,  Lord,  amidd  the  crouds  I  view 
Thy  body  torn,  and  black,  and  blue ; 
I  fee  thy  ftripes,  and  weep  to  fee 
This  trouble  1  have  brought  on  thee. 

10  Thy  bloody  flefh  all  pierc'dand  tore,' 
I  kifs,  and  blefs  thee,  and  adore; 
Moll  dear  to  me,  thy  worthlefs  worm, 
Art  thou,  my  God,  in  this  fad  form. 

11  Hear,  brethren,  Jefu's  hiftory, 
And  look  up  to  the  bloody  tree ; 
Behold,  and  blefs  the  Lamb  of  God^ 
In  human  flefh  befmear'd  with  blood. 


HYMN      CXXX. 
It  is  Jinijhed,     John  xix.  30. 

I      A    S  Jefus  on  mount  Calv*ry  hung, 
Mjl  By  death,  with  fin,  fo  deeply  flung, 

Juft  as  his  foul  expired, 
Stooping  beneath  the  pond'rous  load 
Of  all  my  fins,  his  head  he  bow*d, 
Then  from  the  world  retired. 
My  Lord's. 
Lafl  words 


(  t6ty 

Alid  lb  loviiig^  ^  ' 

fe  to  iiiiiid  theiiiy  O  tnj  Saiviour  I? 

*d,  very  loiidl  iM  cry 'd^ 
beo,  y»  «re  juftify'd  | 
)m  the  world  am  bantfliM, 
I  minliC  MkHHT  fne^  and  keaf 
-  own  mouthf  your  Jin  and/ear^ 
f  m^k  ami  ewFfo  i§^j^mjh^4* 

Your  peace 

And^afe 

Iifo  pained. 

Have  obtained^ 

Look  ye  Co  me, 
>uf  bleeding  Ma^r»  View  tte^ 

:h,  aodr  wifiloia)  joy^  *nd  p«i6c%, 
inefSy  and  righteoufne&y 
1  plenttioitt  redemftiott ; 
•ry»  anidperfeftion  too, 
IS  1  did  for  you, 
little  eepi^regatioA  1' ' 

Lookup, 

£>earr  troop. 

See  th'  aitof nted^ 

Him  appointed 

For  your  Saviour^ 
jfr  he  perfc^ls  you  fot  ever.. 

r  the  Lamb's  laft  words  beUe^^ 
hsmpinefs  rcM«iv«s ; 
TeL'^  help  eomtneiseei  ^ 
•*  L.  H^ 


He  then  in  Him  himfelf  may  ble&^ 
Compleat  in  Chrift,  his  righteoulnelsi 
And  freed  from  his  offences:' 
Such  prove 
That  love 
Which  furpafles 
Thought,  and  ceafes 
Care  and  folly, 
Ev'ry  work,  and  word  unholy* 


■^•a 


HYMN       CXXXI. -C.  M. 

1  "f  X  70ULDST  thou,  my  foul,  the  Father  f«« 

V  V      Then  with  the  fages  go 
To  Btth'Um  ;  in  the  ftablc  he 
An  infant  liv'd  below. 

a  They  in  a  manger  there  beheld 
In  fwaddling-cloaths  the  Son  ; 
And  low  before  the  Holy  Child, 
They  worftiipp'd  and  fell  down; 

3  (By  faith  they  faw  th'  incarnate  God, 
Gold,  frankincenfe,  and  myrrh. 
They  ofFcr'd,  as  they  wond'ring  ftood^ 
The  Great  Deliverer.) 

^  Thus  did  the  kings,  the  fhepherds  loo, 
Thus,  O  my  foul,  the  fame, 
Go  kifs  the  Son,  and  wor&ip  thou 

Tbchumble  fiab«.»nd  Ju^ifib« 


(»«3) 

!  by  the  manger  ftill.abldcy 
>r  aay  rev'rence  pay, 
o  this  Infkntf  God  dcfcfy'dy 
id  manileft  in  clay. 

little  child,  my  Lotd  and  God, 
L  favour'd  Mail's  knees ; 
i  thy  hands  divine,  and  loud  '■ 
y  condeicenfion  praife» 


Y    M    N    CXXXII. CM. 

that  bcUeoed  were  iogftheVf  end  had  all  Ihii^s 
in  commtm,    A6U  iv«  ga. 

DW  happy  were  the, brethren  when 

They  all  one  mind  enjoy'd  ; 
faith  in  the  Redeemer  flain, 
whom  were  all  employ'd. 

houfe  to  bottfe  their  bread  they  hrake|, 

(ingleneis  of  heart ; 

to  his  friend,  for  Jefu's  fake, 

1  of  his  goods  impart. 

e  communion  clofely  join'd, 
sy  faft  together  flood  ; 
>  the  Lamb  their  wills  redgn'd, 
d  ownM  him  Lord  and  God, 

ier  all  the  multitude 

loly  pray'r  agreed ; 

Ier  bfefs-d  his  name  and  bloody 

lo  them  from  Mofea  freed* 

La  R  l.VE^ 


1 164 ) 

^  Each  to  the  church,  the  SaTiour'&wifc^ 
Willing  himfelfgdveujr; 
Each  liVd  to  Jcfus  Chriff hb  Itfe, 
And  he  was  all  their  hope. 

Q  No  ftrifc  nor  envy  tWo'  the  iriiok. 
Nor  avarice  appear'd; 
All  had  one  end,  one  heart,  one  fonl^ 
All  ey'd  one  great  reward* 

7  The  Saviour  was  the  Ruler  then. 
To  him  they  ail  gave  car ; 
All  waited  at  his  fm  CO  lesEWa 
What  they  fhonld  do,  and  whers* 

S  The  government  to  him  they  Ciw 
Was  by  the  Father  giv'n ;. 
So  fubjeft  were,  while  love  was  law,^ 
And  made  their  earth  like  heav'xu 

^  Their  enemies  their  walk  beheld, 
Their  blifs  did  Heathens  move ; 
Who  well  confefs'd,  with  won4erinrd^ 
See  how  iheje  Chrijiians  taoe  t 

1  o  O  that  our  Saviour  would  reftorer 
Such  golden  days  agaiti ;. 
Give  back  our  ancient  peace  aQd[pow% 
Thy  kingdom  bring  and  reiga. 

\i  With  Lamb-like  fpirits all  endue^ 
With  grace  the  whole  adorn  ; 
And  we,  dear  Lamb  of  God,  will  ftatyt 
That  we  are  thy  fiiftobom^ 

%2  Wh 


{ 16^ ) 

When  thou  our  fcUayr ihip  flull  bids 
With  bleOii;^^,  jLord,  like  thelib. 

Our  heans  fk^U  How  with  4:hankfaljocft| 
And  gratitude,  and  piaiTc^ 


■»>  


HYMN     CXXXIJI. 

LOVE  divine,  all  love  excelltog, 
Joy  of  hctfr'n  to  earth  come  dofvn  1 
ix  in  us  thine  huBiblc  dwelHng, 
All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown : 
cfus,  thou  art  all  cofnpalfiof), 
Pure  -unbounded  love  thou  art ; 
/ifit  us  with  thy  falvation, 
Enter  ev'ry  tvembUng  heart ! 

breathe,  O  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  ev*ry  troubled  brcaft ! 
^ct  us  all  in  thee  inhertt, 

Let  us  find  thypromis'd  reft  : 
Take  away  the  pow'r  of  tinning, 

Alpha  and  Omega  be  ; 
Ind  of  faith,  as  its  beginning. 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

3ome,  Almighty  tto  deliver ! 

Let  us  all  thy  life  receiV'C  ! 
suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  thy  temples  leave ! 

L I  Thee 


(  166) 

Thee  we  would  be  always  blefling, 
Serve  thee  as  thine  hofts  above : 

Pray,  and  praife  thee  without  ceafingi 
Glory  in  thy  precious  love« 

4  Finifli  then  thy  new  creation. 

Pure,  unfpottcd  may  we  be ; 
Let  us  fe^  thy  |reat  falvation, 

Perfe6lly  reftor'd  by  thee ! 
Chang'd  frOm  glory  into  glory, 

Till  in  heav*n  we  take  our  place ; 
Till  we  caft  our  crowns  before  thee;. 

Loft  in  wonder,  love,  and  praife* 


HYMN      CXXXIV. 

ARRAY'D  in  mortal  flefli, 
Lo  1  the  great  angel  Hands ! 
And  holds  the  promifes 
And  pardons  in  his  hands  ; 
Commiflion'd  from 
His  Father's  throne, 
To  make  his  grace 
To  mortals' known. 

Be  thou  our  counfellor, 
Our  pattern  and  our  guide ! 
And  through  this  defart  land 
Still  keep  us  near  thy  fide! 

O  let  our  feet 

^c*er  run  aftray, 

Nor  rove,  nor  feek  . 

The  crooked  way. 


aW 
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e*d  hear  our  Shepherd's  voicegr 
hofe  watchful  eye  doth  keep 
Or  wand'ring  fouls  among 
e  thoufandi  of  his  fheep  r 

He  feeds  his  flock , 

He  calls  their  naine% 

His  bofom  bears 

The  tender  lambs. 

this  dear  Surety's  hands, 
foul,  commend  thy  caufc, 
anfwers  and  fulfils 
Father's  broken  laWs : 

Believing  fouls 

Now  free  ate  fet; 

For  Chrift  hath  paid 

Their  dreadful  debt.         • 

n  let  our  fouls  arife, 
[  tread  the  tempter  down ; 
Captain  leads  us  forth 
:onque(l  and  a  crown  :   . 

Si  arch  on,  nor  fear 

To  win  the  day, 

Though  death  and  hell 

Obftruft  the  way. 


HYMN      CXXXV, 

HOU  hidden  love  of  God,  whofe  height, 
Whofe  depth  unfathom*d,  no  man  knows, 

L  4  .J  &• 
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1  fee  from  fafr  tliy  leauteous  ligfaty ' 

Inly  I  figh  for  thy  liepofe : 
My  heart  is  pain'd;  fvor  cknit  be 
At  reft,  till  it  finds  reft  in  thee. 

2  Is  tliere  a  thing  beneath  the  fun, 

That  ftrivcs  with  thee  my  heart  to  fliare  ? 
Oh  !  tear  it  thence,-  and  ceign  idone, 
The  Lord  of  cv'ry  motion  there : 
.  Then  (hall  my  hc«art  from  earth  be  Arec, 
When  it  has  found  repoTe  in  cbee. 

3  O  hide  this  ielf  from  me,  that  I 

N  o  more,  but  Chrift  in  me,  ma/  live  1 
My  vile  alFefltons  crucify. 

Nor  let  one  darling  luft  furvive : 
In  all  things  nothing  may  I  iee, 
Nothing  defire,  or  feek,  but  thee  ! 

^  O  love  !  thy  (bv'reign  aid  impart, 

To  fave  me  from  k)W-thoughted  care  ; 
Chafe  this  felf-will  through  all  my  heartp 

Through  all  its  latent  ma^es  there : 
Make  me  thy  duteous  child,  that  I, 
Ceafelefs,  may,  Abba  Father,  cry. 

c  Each  moment  draw  from  eartli  away 
.  My  hei^rt^.that  lowly  waits  thy  call; 
Speak  to  my  inmoft  foul,  and  fay, 

I  am  thy  lovC;  thy  Cod,  thy  alll 
To  feel  thy  pow'r,  to  hear  thy  voice. 
To  tade  tby  love«  be  all  my  dboice ! 


(  «69  ) 


■i >  *       ^ 


HYMN      CXXXVI. 

!  He  comes  with  clouds  defcending, 
>nce  for  favour'd  linners  (lain ! 
ind  ihouEmd  faioits  attendjngy 
:11  the  triumph  of  his  train : 

Hallelujah  J 
[allelujah  1     Amen. 

eye  (hall  now  behold  him^ 
>*d  in  dreadful  majefty-; 
who  fet  at  nought  and  fold  hfm, 
cMy  -and  naiPd  him  to  the  tree. 

Deeply  wailing, 
hall  the  true  Mefliah  fee, 

ifland,  lea,  and  mountain, 
iv'n  and  earth,  ihall  flee  away  ; 
ho  hate  him  mu(i  Qonfounded, 
arthe  trump  proclaim  the  day  : 

Come  to  judgment ! 
3ome  to  judgment  i  come  away! 

redemption,  long  cxpeftcd, 
; !  in  folemn  pomp  appear] 
is  faints,  by  man  reje^ed, 
w  (hall  meet  him  in  the  air ! 

Hallelujah  ! 
>ee  the  day  of  God  appear ! 

cr  thine  own  bride  and  fpirit, 
Ihn,  Lord,  the  gen'ral  doom 


TiVifc 
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The  new  hcav'n  and  earth  t*  inherit, 
Take  thy  pining  exiles  home : 
All  creation 
Travails,  groans,  and  bids  them  cornel 


HYMN     CXXXVIL 

1   QTR  \NGERS  and  fojourncrs  below, 
O     We  travel  through  this  v^^ iJderncfe ; 
Seeking  the  promis'd  reft  to  know 

In  Chrid,  the  fountiin  of  true  blifs : 
We  feek  a  place  beyond  the  ikies, 
An  everlafting  paradife. 

S  In  this  purfuit  we  (land  in  need 
Of  daily  frefli  fupplies  of  grace  ; 

Our  fouls  with  manna  Chriii  muil  feed, 
While  we  his  leading  footfleps  trace : 

So  (hail  each  pijgrim  gladly  move 

Onward  unto  his  home  above. 

3  No  earthly  joy  is  worth  our  (lay, 

Or  ftruggle  for  an(»ther  breath  ; 
Thefe  comforis  vanifli  and  dec^y, 

And  yield  us  no  relief  in  de^th : 
While  others  vain  delights  purfue. 
We  taftc  God's  love  for  ever  new. 

4  His  crofsinfli6lsthe  deadly  blow, 

And  crucifies  each  rebel  fin  ; 

Peace,  love,  and  joy,  hence  richly  flow. 

And  caufe  fweet  melody  within : 

Dependent 


(  »7i  ) 

pendent  on  the  God  of  pow'r, 
glory  in  a  fiifiPting  hour.       ' 

{ ntw'Jf^rufidem  appears, 
ler  citizens  fbfplenaent  fliine, 
God  hath  wip'd  away  the  tears, 
^nd  fiU*d  them  with  the  life  divine 
th  them  we  ftall  his  glory  fee,  , 
i  praife  htm  through  eternity. 


I    Y    M    N   CXXXVIIL L.M. 

[OW  Ihall  I  fpeak  my  Saviour's  worth, 
Or  tell  the  love  he  bears  to  xnc ! 
ill  I  begin  to  (ing  his  birth, 
Vnd  toliow  him  to  Cahafy  f 

),  this  I'll  tell  my. brethren  dear,  • 
(nd  call  them  to  receive  his  grace ; 
'  now  his  righteoufnefs  is  near, 
Vnd  free  for  all  the  fallen  race« 

\  tender  arms  are  open  dill, 
Returning  finners  to  receive ; 
ady  his  mind,  and  iix'd  his  will, 
To  fave  whoever  {hall  believe. 

prisoners  to  the  refuge  fly, 
^is  wounds,  a  covert  from  the  ftorm  ; 
by  ihould  you  languiQi  here  and  die, 
iVhcn  fav'd  you  may  be  from  a^l  harm  ? 


{  ^7^  ) 

5  He  waits  with  pandon  in  his  hand. 

And  longs  that  yoa  the  fame  mqrht  {hoc^ 
Come,  tinners,  aft  his  mild  command  ; 
His  name  forbids  yMir  hearu  to  fetf  • 


HYMN      CXXXIX. 

1  \7^E  weary  wanderers  tiraw  near, 

X      That  know  no  folid  peace  or  reft ; 
Lay  by  each  doubt  and  anxious  fear, 

And  lean  upon  your  Sa viour'^  breafi : 
All's  (lolen  fruit  than  can  be  found 
To  chear  the  foul  on  naturo'«  ground. 

s  Come;  for  the  gofpel  bids  you  come  % 
Jefus  for  fimicrs  bled  and  dy'd; 

The  facrcd  word  reports  there's  rootn^ 
The  Saviour  woo's  you  for  his  bride : 

Your  fouls  fhall  find  a  reding-place 

In  arms  of  cverlaftin^  grace. 

3  The  day  of  fmall  things  don't  defpife  ; 

By  poverty  incrcafe  your  ftorc  ; 
The  happy  foul,  that's  truly  wife, 

Does  richer  grow  by  growing  poor  : 
All  we  defire,  and  all  we  need, 
Muft  daily  from  the  Lamb  proceed. 


HI 
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H  .  Y    M    N       CXL« 

TE&US,  thou  tender  beaifly 
I     Give  me  a  while  to  fit, 
cMeam  the  good  and  needful  pait^ 
In  ftiUneis  at  ihf  feet. 
Low  may  I  bow  befbve 
The  fooikmtA  eC  ihjr  gi^ace, 
nd  love  and  pnuife  thee  more  and  more,^ 
TiU  I  behold  aiyftw:e. 

Afford  me  free  accitrs 
Unto  thy  woiinded'  fide ;. 

lere  would!  ixmy  dweUing^laee, 
And  tbeto  for  ever  hide : 
Sprinkle  my  heart,  O  Lord, 
And  my  whole  £r»me  rcnsew'';: 

ibdue  and  crucify  the  flefh, 
AndformmeaUa-new.  ^ 

I  AM,  O  glorious- name  f 
What  tribute  is  thy  due  ? 

nee  I  my  God  in  hunum  frame 
And  Unnec's  likened  view  : 
Thee,cloath'd  in  fteih  andbloo^ 
By  faith  I  would  embrace ; 

^ith  Sinuon  blefs  th'  incarnate  God,^ 
And  then  depart  in  peace* 


HTMK 
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HYMN      CXLI. 

< 

t   TV  ^Y  Lord,  Tm  fillVJ  with  wonder 
IVl     To  find  ihce  ftill  fo  kind,   ' 
When  I  intenfcly  ponder, 

The  eoldnefs  of  my  mind ; 
My  numbertefs  omiflions. 

My  negligence  in  prsy'r, 
My  manifold  commiflions, 

And  wand'ringt  here  and  there» 

%  How  many  vile  afFeftions 

Surviving  vex  my  heart ; 
How  flrong  are  thefe  corruptions. 

Which,  warring,  give  mc  fmart  j 
The  world,  the  flefli,  the  devil. 

Strive  to  ui'urp  the  fway  ; 
Still  tempting  me  toe vrl, 

To  lead  my  foul  aflray. 

^  Inflead  of  loud  thankfgiving. 

Wherein  I  fhould  abound  ; 
I'm  fubjeft  to  complaining. 

When  trials  me  furround  i 
My  want  of  refignation 

Diforders  me  within ; 
Gives  birth  unto  temptation. 

To  unbelief  and  (In. 

4  But  foon  I  ama{h;)med 

Such  thoughts  to  entertain  ; 
Why  Ihould  my  Lord  be  blamed. 
When  in  ihe  fault  Wm? 


(*75) 

****  lliin6  td  be  forgiving 
*^c  penitential  race, 

^^^  mine  to  be  receiviiig, 
^he  bounties  of  thy  giace. 


HYMN      CXLII. CM/ 

AThoufand  foes  prepare  to  war 
Againil  a  feeble  (aint ; 
Jefus,  in  my  behalf  appear, 
Aod  chear  me  left  1  faint* 

Giyt  me  a  heart  divorc'd  from  (id^ 

Shut  up  from  ivorldly  c^re; 
Conftant,  (incere,  and  fervent,  in 

The  exercife  of  pray'r. 

\m  Watchful  in  ev'ry  work  and  word, 
Ready  to  fpeak  thy  praife ; 
Ann*d  with  thy  Spirit's  two-edg'd  fword. 
And  cloath'd  with  ev'ry  grace. 

4  Fill'<)  with  a  godly  ELial  fes^r, 
A  conftant  jealous  care ; 
Left  I  from  the  right  path  fliould  err, 
Or  fall  imo  a  fnare. 

m  Xo  ev'ry  earthly  obje.ft  dead, 
Alive  to  things  above ; 
Conform'd  unto  my  living  head, 
Arni  fill'd  with  ardent  lo\e* 

6\a\ 
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6  Let  anxious  fears,  na  more  nK»lefl! 

My  poor  and  helplefs  mind ;     « 
Thy  croTs  iQay  all  within  my  breaft 
That  is  not  meek  and  kind. 

7  Affiime  in  me  th^r  dwelling-place^ 

Regard  my  low  degree ; 
Subdue  rae  wholly  by  thy  grace,.. 
And  let  me  faithful  be.. 


HYMN-      CXLIIL— UM. 

« 

1   TT  O  W  bU4  a«  they  whofe  feet  have  fo« 
Xx  The  way  unto /mnumtt^rsgrdund;. 
And  fledfadiy  do  walk  thecein. 
Far  from  the  crooked  paths  of  liiK 

»  There  weary  ^iriUi  fweetly  i>eft, 
Contentedly  in  Jefu*i  bceaft ; 
They  (b  muck^  of  his  mercy  provr^ 
As  that  they  cannot  help  but  love. 

3  In  peace  their  hearts  enjoy,  the  Lamb^ 
Who  once  was  wrapt  in  human  frame ;: 
They  view  in  his  dear  maxred  face, 
Thd  obje&  of  eternal  praife. 


% 


4  His  Spirit  fhews  Actr  fins  forgiven, 
And  (eals  them  for  the  heirs  of  heaven  ^ 
And  gives  them  patience  here  to  vait^ 
Till  Jefus  them  to  bli&  tranflacc 

■ 


(  ^n ) 

5  He  arms  them  for  the  evil  day  ; 

And  while  in  heart  with  him  they  flay. 
He  girds  them  with  his  mighty  pow'r, 
And  brings  them  thro'  the  trying  hour* 

6  Then  reft,  my  foul,  upon  thy  Lord, 
Ev'n  Jcfus  Chrift,  the  living  word, 
And  then  thy  joy  fhall  ne'er  decay, 

ill  it  brake  out  in  endlefs  day. 


Hymn     cxliv — l.m. 

*  I^HE  Saviour's  love,  once  truly  known, 
^    The  man  of  lin  and  felf  pulh  down ; 

i        ^uttibles  the  finner  at  his  feet, 

r       And  makes  his  wounds  and  paflion  fweet, 

*  TK^**'  down  in  fliame,  we  gladly  own, 
^^  work  to  be  the  Lord's  alone ; 

}j^  him  our  very  all  we  owe, 

"'^Hat  of  ourfelves  or  God  we  know. 

i^^'^orks  no  longer. then  we  praife, 
p.  ^thing  extol  but  Jefu's  grace  ; 
iJr^e  and  unmerited,  we  prove 
.  *  *^e  boundlefs  height  and  depth  of  love. 

4  ^hile  thus  we  learn  the  needful  part, 
^Jv^me  fills, love  warms, the  grateful  heart; 
^Hile  on  his  fufF'ring  form  we  mufe, 
^Ur  cares  and  very  thoughts  we  lofc. 

M  3  We 


\ 
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^  Wc  {land  amaz'd,  and  wonder  why 
The  Saviour  could  for  finners  die ; 
We  blufh  to  fee  him  in  his  blood. 
Yet  here  we  look,  and  drop  our  load. 

6  All  bleflings  from  the  crofs  proceed; 
All  we  defire,  and  all  we  need; 

For  Chrift,  the  Father's  only  8011,- 
For  us  eternal  life  has  won. 

7  Then,  O  my  foul,  how  canft  thou  be 
So  cold  to  him  who  dy'd  for  thee  ! 
How  Canft  thou  chufe  but  love  his.  name, 
And  glow  with  holy  fervent  flame  ?* 


HYMN      CXLV. 

« 

1  T  Grieve,  nor  can  my  grief  e'er  ceafe, 
X     Till  I  my  Saviour  truly  love  > 
Till  he  with  blood  figns  my  releafe. 

And  fweetly  draws  my  thoughts  above ! 
For  this  I  languifh,  mourn,  and  pine, 
To  prove  the  dear  Redeemer  mine. 

2  But  oh  I  how  backward  is  my  mind. 

How  widely  my  affeftions  rove  1 
Yet  no  true  peace  on  earth  I  find, 

No  trace  of  blifs,  where'er  I  move  j 
Objefts  of  fenfe  can  ne'er  impart| 
Felicity  unto  my  heart. 

8N< 
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J  No  :  nothing  now  can  fatisfy, 

_  Or  true  contentment  here  afFord^ 
^i  1 1 1  by  faith  can  humbly  cry, 

Jcfus  is  now  become  my  Lord : 
J  ^ius,  the  man  of  dcepeft  grief, 
•'^lone  can  fend  me  kind  relief. 

^fi  kim,  my  all,  I  fain  would  ft  ay, 

-And  fwcetly  on  his  bofom  reft ; 
-*  *li  all  my  griefs  (hall  die  away, 

^And  love  fliall  fparkle  in  my  brcaftj 
^zy^cn  fliall  it  be,  my  dearcft  Lamb, 
THat  I  fliall  feel  this  holy  flame  ? 

*  Hy  faints  can  triumph  in  thyblifs, 
And  all  thy  wondVous  works  dcclarq  ; 

^^^  !  how  I  long  to  feel  their  peace, 
A.nd  all  their  banquet! rigs  to  fliare  : 

^^rne  to  my  bean,  O  quickly  come, 

"^nd  leli  me  that  thou  art  my  own. 


I  ■    0^" 


HYMN      CXLVL L.M. 

SINNERS,  behold  the  Lamb  of  God! 
Come,  try  the  virtue  of  his  blood  ; 
%  faith  the  man  of  forrOws  view, 
Expiring  on  the  crofs  for  you  ! 

*  Salvation's  well  wide  open  fland«, 
And  blood-ftreams  run  from  feet  and  hands 5 
The  open*d  tide  doth  richly  flow, 
from  whence,  with  joy,  we  water  draw. 


J 
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3  Water  to  quench  our  parching  thirft, 
To  cleanfc  and  make  us  meet  for  Chrift ; 
T'  allay  our  nature's  fire  within, 

And  purify  the  foul  from  fin, 

4  Jefus  alone  true  life  imparts, 

And  med'cine  for  all  wounded  hearts ; 
With  balm  fupplies  fqr  ev'ry  forc^ 
And-works  a  ipccdy  pcrfcft  cure. 

5  One  look  to  him  upon  the  pole 
Revives  and  heals  the  fin-uung  foul ; 
Relieves  the  weary  and  the  faint. 
The  tempted  and  each  mourner's  want. 

6  Come  then,  thou  great  High-prieft,  apply 
To  us  this  fovercign  remedy  : 

That  we  the  bleflings  of  thy  death 
May  know  to  be  our  own  by  faith. 


HYMN      CXLVIL 

1  /^H !  Lord,  how  faith Icfs  is  my  heart, 
V--^     How  very  apt  from  thee  to  ftray  ! 
Juft  like  a  broken  bow  I  flart, 

And  nature  ftrives  to  bear  the  fway : 
Was  ever  one  fo  vile,  yet  blefs'd  ; 
So  foul,  yet  by  the  Lord  carefs'd! 

2  Forbid,  my  Lord,  each  vain  defire, 

And  bind  my  paflions  to  thy  crofs  ; 


ench  all  the  fparks  of  nature's  fire, 
Ind  bid  me  count  my  gain  but  lofs ; 
-d  Jefus  tear  each  idol  down, 
d  itablifli  in  my  heart  thy  throne- 

ice,  grace  (hall  wipe  away  my  tears, 

\n(i  (peak  the  temped  to  a  cairn ; 

ill  warm  my  heart,  and  charm  ray  fears, 

\nd  prove  a  never-failing  balm  : 

e  maladies  of  (in  remove, 

d  till  my  foul  with  perfe6i  love. 

ncc forth  Td  ferve  ihee,  if  thou'lt  plcafe 
To  gird  me  with  a  heavenly  pow'r; 
fing  the  glories  of  thy  grace, 
nil  all  my  pilj^rimage  be  o'er: 
ith  hallowM  fire  >nlpire  my  tongue, 
d  love  fhall  be  my  endlefs  long. 


HYMN      CXLVIII. 

)Lord,  how  great's  the  favour  I 
Tliat  we,  luch  {innerspoor, 
n,  ihrojgh  tiiy  death's  IWect  iavour. 
Approach  thy  mercy's  door, 
id  find  an  open  paifage 
Unto  the  throne  of  grace, 
lere  wait  the  welcome  melTagc 
Which  bids  us  go  in  peace, 

)rd,  we  are  helplefs  creatures, 
FuU  of  the  deeped  need, 

M  3  Tbtou^\%i\3k\. 
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Throughout  defil'd  by  nature. 
Stupid,  and  inly  dead ; 

Our  flrength  is  perfed  weaknelky 
And  all  we  have  is  (in ; 

Our  hearts  are  all  uncleannefs^ 
A  dQn  of  thieves  within. 

3  In  this  forlorn  condition, 

Who  (hall  afford  us  aid  ! 
Where  (hall  we  find  compafAon^ 

But  in  the  church's  head  ? 
Jcfus,  thou  art  all  pity, 

Oh  take  us  to  thine  arms, 
Andexercife  tJyr  racrcy,. 

To  fave  usTioih  sTll  iiarms.  "  ■ 

4  We'll  never ccafe  repeating 

Our  numberlefs  complaints; 
But  ever  be  intreating 

The  glorious  King  of  faints  j 
lill  we  attain  the  ima^e 

Of  him  ws  inly  love, 
•    And  pay  our  grateful  homage 

With  all  the  faints  above. 

5  Then  we,  with  all  in  glory, 

Shall  thankfully  relate. 
Th*  amazing,  pleafmg  ftory 

Of  Jcfu's  love  ib  great : 
In  this  bled  contemplation 

We  fhall  for  ever  dwell. 
And  prove  fuch  confolation 

As  none  below  can  tell. 


H) 
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HYMN      CXLIX. 

*   OOME,defccnd,Oheav'nly  Spirit, 
,^^-^     Fan  each  fpark  into  a  flame  j 
"***^ffixms  let  us  now  inherit, 
^    filcmngs  that  we  cannot  name. 

^hilft  Hofannas  we  arc  finging, 
w.   ^ay  our  hearts  in  rapture  move ; 
^^<il  frefh  grace  in  them  ftill  Tpringing, 
•fercathe  the  air  of  pureft  love. 

^1  us  fail  in  gnjce's^oceaq, 
p^   ■t'loat  on  thatunhounded  fea^ 

^ided  into  pure  devotion. 
pw     iCept  from  paths  of  error  free  : 

^^  thy  heavenly  manna  feeding, 
J        ^creen'd  from  ev'rv  envious  foe: 
^^^  ve,  O  lOve,  for  finners  bleeding, 
-^il  for  thee  wc  would  forego, 

"^^ep  us.  Lord,  ftill  in  communion, 
^^     ^l)aily  nearer  drawn  to  thee ; 
^^king  in  the  fweetcft -union 
T^       Of  that  hearl-ielt  myftery  : 

^^ep  us  fafe  from  each  delulion, 
P       ^^Veil  protefted  from  ail  harms; 
"^"^e  from  lin  and  all  confufion : 
Circle  us  wiihiu  thine  arms. 


M4  HYMN 
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HYMN      CL. L.  M. 

1  r>  ELOVED  Saviour,  faithful  friend, 
X3     The  joy  of  all  thy  crofs's  train; 
In  mercy  to  our  aid  defcend, 

Or  elfe  we  worftiip  thee  in  vain. 

2  In  vain  we  meet  to  fing  and  pray, 

If  Chrift  his  influence  with-hold  : 
Our  hearts  remain  as  cold  as  clay, 
Till  we  our  God  by  faith  behold. 

J  Then  let  us  feel  thy  healing  beams, 
And  view  thy  reconciled  face; 
Yea,  prove  thy  prefence  in  thefe  means 
To  blefs  a  vile  and  helplefs  race. 

4  Heremanifeft  thyfelf  in  peace  ; 

Thy  faithful  mercies  now  make  knowi 
Oh  !  breathe  on  us  a  gale  of  grace, 

And  fend  the  chearing  blefling  down. 

5  We  gladly  for  thy  coming  wait, 

Our  well-beloved  friend  thou  art ; 
We  bbw  as  finners  at  thy  feet, 

And  bid  thee  welcome  to  our  heart. 


H 
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K    Y    M    N        CLI. L.  M. 

^     I*  He  one  thing  needful,  that  good  part 
"*-      "Which  Mary  chofe  with  all  her  heait| 
1  Would  purfue  with  anxious  mind, 
^^d  feck  unwearied  till  1  find. 

^  5?y  niind  enlighten  with  thy  light, 
i,J?^t  I  may  undeiftand  aright 
*^^  glorious  gof pel  myftery, 
'•^^ich  {hews  the  way  to  heav'n  and  thee. 

3  J^^dden  in  Chrift  the  treafurc  lies, 
VI    ^^  goodly  pearl  of  fuch  great  price ; 
?;^  other  way  but  Chrilt  there  is 
^o  cndlefs  happinefs  and  blifs, 

4  ^  Jc^u  Chrift,  my  Lord  and  God, 
j^ho  haft  redeein'd  me  by  thy  blood; 
^^ite  my  heart  fo  faft  to  thee, 
^hat  we  may  never  patted  be, 

5  ^^vc  me  a  new  and  contrite  heart ; 
The  faith  which  works  by  love  impart : 
Wafh  me  from  all  the  ftains  of  fin, 
And  make  and  keep  me  clean  within* 


HYMN 


{ 


lO'J  ; 


ii  V  ^  ^ 


CL^^- 


*  Much  rTcCvUe  ^n^^'teed. 

^°r   .1  vaoitV  ^^P"i;  heatt. 
B>d  each  ^  ,e  lO  «"V  ^ 

^  -T^^^'^^toj-andjovs  »;^f« 


I 


A^^'"\^^,^loodyUc"ft^=- 
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my  heart  (m  near, 
e  (faepherd's  C9xc ; 
wK9kxiid^  by  tJay  gr^cci 
I  a  conliant  peafce* 


M    N      CLIIL S.  M. 


.  Lord,  attend  my  pray'r, 
id  all  my  wants  relieve ; 
/  heart,  and  dwell  thou  there, 
u  in  me  may'd  live. 

r^efs  I  draw  nigh' 
throne  ofgjrace; 
nner's  mournful  cr)*, 
one  with  thy  peace. 

ad*ft  the  naked  bread ; 
ty  I  groan  ; 
ICC,  my  Lord,  ta  reft, 
rfhip  thee  alone. 

aid  I  hate  my  iin, 
der  on  thy  love ; 
anftify'd  within, 
whole  heart's  above.  • 

ex  my  mind, 
hy  wounds  1*11  flee ; 
nay  I  elfewheie  End, 
e  but  in  thee. 


6To 


(  »88) 

6      To  thee  I  recommend 

My  poor  and  trembling  fii|jl  ; 
On  thee  for  future  grace  depehdy 
Who  art  my  all  in  all. 


■o 


HYMN      CLIV. 

Thou  tender  loving  Jefus, 
Now  thy  faving  grace  i:npan  ; 
.  From  the  world  and  Satan  fave  us^ 

Save  us  from  our  evil  heart : 
Throw  thy  arms  in  mercy  opcn^ 

Bid,  O  bid  us,  Jefu,  come  ; 
Let  our  flinty  hearts  be  broken, 
Falling  on  the  corner-ftone, 

2  Here  for  ever  let  us  center, 

Sieadv,  thougli  aflail'd  by  fvn  ; 
Forwaid  may  we  boldly  venture, 

Till  eiernal  life  we  win  ; 
Banifh  ev'ry  reasoning  fcruple. 

Scatter  ev'ry  gathering  cloud  ; 
Our  poor  hearts,  O  Jctu,  fprinkle 

With  thy  precious,  precious  blood. 

3  When  our  chearing  feelings  ficken, 

And  a  veil  our  fouls  o*crfpreads ; 
Then  with  grace  our  fpirits  quicken 
To  raife  up  our  drooping  heads : 


I  thy  frowfl%»o 

.U.difp^»Y  *7o„  before  us, 
akcthe  «otW  «^d       f^^mons 


(    192    )     . 

1  I  want,  O  Lord,  from  Cm  to  flee, 
And  in  thy  wounds  to  reft  :  ^ 

Bid  me  by  faith  come  near  to  thee. 
And  lean  upon  thy  breaft. 

3  Still  let  a  fenfe  of  what  thou'ft  done 

In  my  hard  heart  be  felt, 
That  by  this  love  which  ihou  haft  (hewni 
My  inmoft  foul  may  melt. 

4  Qh  !  may  I  never,  never  faint, 

But  foar  on  wings  of  love, 
Till  in  thy  glory,  as  a  faint, 
I  fing  with  faints  above. 

5  Lord,  I  would  now  my  all  give  up. 

To  thee,  whom  I  adore; 
And,  humbly  falling  at  thy  feet, 
Proclaim  thy  love  and  pow'r. 


HYMN        CLIJf. 

JESU,  lover  of  my  foul, 
Let  me  to  thy  bofom  fly, 
While  the  billows  near  me  roll, 

While  the  tempeft  ftill  is  high  ; 
Hide  me,  O  my  baviour,  hide, 
Till  the  ftorm  of  life  is  paft  ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 
O  receive  ray  foul  at  laft. 


sOtli 


(  m ) 

B  Other  refuge  have  I  none. 

Hangs  my  helplefs  (bul  on  thee ; 
Leave,  Oh  1  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  fupport  and  comfort  me  : 
All  my  tnift  on  thee  is  ftay'd, 

All  mine  help  from  thee  I  bring ; 
Clover  my  defencelefs  head 

With  the  fhadow  of  thy  wing, 

3  Thou^  O  Chrift,  art  all  I  want, 

More  than  all  in  thee  I  find  :      . 
Raife  the  fallen,  chear  the  faint, 

Heal  the  tick,  and  lead  the  blind, 
Juft  and  holy  is  (hy  name, 

I  am  all  unrighteoufnefs ! 
Vile  and  full  of  fin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grate. 

4  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  foun4» 

Grace  to  pardon  all  my  fin  ; 
Let  the  healing  dreams  abound, 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within : 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee ; 
Spring  thou  up  within  mine  heart, 

Rifo  lo  all  eternity. 


HYMN      CLX. 

<i     TOIN  all  the  glorious  names 
J     Of  wifdom,  lovc^  and  pow'r 

N  .  Thil 


(  »94  ) 

That  mortals  ever  knew, 
That  angels  ever  bore : 
All  are  too  mean  to  fpeak  his  worth. 
Too  mean  to  fetour  Saviour  forth. 

2  What  kind  endearing  words, 

What  condefcending  ways. 
Doth  our  Redeemer  ufe, 

To  teach  his  heav'nly  grace ! 
My  foul  with  joy  and  wonder  fee 
What  forms  of  love  he  bears  for  thee  J 

3  Great  Prophet  of  our  God, 

Our  tongues  would  ble&  thy  name  ! 
By  thee  the  joyful  news 

Of  our  falvation  came  ; 
The  joyful  news  of  fins  forgiv'n, 
Of  hell  fubdu*cl^  and  peace  with  heav'n. 

4  Jefus,  our  Great  High-prleft, 

Offer 'd  his  blood,  and  dy'd ; 
Thou  guilty  finner,  feek 
No  facrifice  bcfide : 
His  pow'rful  blood  did  once  atone, 
And  now  it  pleads  before  God's  throne. 

5  My  dear  Almighty  Lord ! 

My  Conqu'ror  and  my  King  ! 
Thy  matchtefs  pow'r  and  love. 

Thy  faving  grace  we  fing : 
Thine  is  the  pow'r ;  O  may  we  (it, 
in  willing  bonds,  beneath  thy  feetl 


HYM 
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H    Y     M,  N       CLXI. 

1  OOME,  thou  fount  of  cv'ry  blefling! 
V^     Tune  mine  heart  to  fing  thy  grace ! 
Streams  of  mercy  never  ceafinff. 

Call  for  fongs  of  loudefl:  praife. 
Teach  me  (bme  melodious  fonnet, 

Su«g  by  flaming  tongues  above ; 
Praife  the  mount I'm  fixl  upon  it, 

Mount  of  God's  unchanging  lova ! 

a  Here  I  raife  my*  Ebenezer ; 

Hither  by  thine  help  I  come ; 
And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleaAire, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home  : 
Jefus  fought  me  when  a  liranger, 

Wand'ring  from  the  fold  of  God ; 
He,  to  refcue  me  from  danger, 

Imerpos'd  his  precious  blood. 

o  O  1  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  conftrain'd  to  be  ! 
Let  that  grace  now,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wand'ring heart  to  thee! 
Prone  to  wander.  Lord,  I  feel  it, 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love — 
Here's  mine  heart — ^O  take  and  fegl  it! 

Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above  ! 


Na  HYML^ 
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HYMN      CLXII* C.  M. 

i   T  T  APPY  the  heart  where  graces  reign  i 
jn     Where  love  infpires  the  bread  I 
Love  is  the  brighteft  of  the  train, 
And  perfeds  all  the  reft, 

2  Knowledge,  alas  'tis  all  in  vain. 

And  ail  in  vain  our  fear : 
Our  (lubborn  tins  will  fight  and  reign. 
If  love  be  abfent  there. 

3  This  is  the  grace  that  lives  apd  Gngs, 

When  faith  and  hope  fhall  ceafe ; 
'Tis  this  fhall  llrike  our  joyful  ftrinjgs 
In  the  fweet  realms  of  blifs. 

4  When  join'd  to  that  harmonious  throng 

That  fills  the  choirs  above, 
Then  (hall  we  tune  our  golden  harps. 
And  ev'ry  note  be— love. 


HYMN    CLXIII.. 

1   "D  URY'D  in  fhadows^  the  nig^ 
JD  We  lie,  till  Chrift  re  Rores  the  light  $ 
Wifdom  defcends  to  heal  the  blind, 
J^d  diaie  the  darkne£s  of  the  mind, 

I 


(  »97  ) 

«o{l  guilty  fouls  are  drown'd  in  iears^ 
^ill  the  atoning  blood  appears ; 
Thcti  they  awake  from  deep  difb^f^, 
Ind  fing  the  Lord  our  righte'oufheTs. 

efus  beholds  where  Satan  reigns, 
binding  his  Haves  in  heavy  chains ; 
"Ic  fets  tfefc  J>rils'ners  free,  and  breaks 
The  iron  bondage  from  our  necks* 

Poor  be]|>lefs  worms  in  thee  pofTefs 
3race,  wifdom,  pow'r,  and  righteoufnefs: 
Thou  art  our  mighty  all ;  may  we 
Give  our  whole  felves,  O  Lord,  to  thee. 


H    Y    M    N      CLXIV S.M* 

NOT  all  the  blood  of  beads 
On  jfezoi/k  altars  ilain, 
Could  give  theguihy  confcience  peacCi, 
Or  wafh  away  the  (lain. 

But  Chrift,  the  heav'nly  Lamb, 
Takes  all  our  fins  away ; 
A  facrifice  of  nobler  name, 
And  richer  "blood  than  they. 

My  faith  would  lay  its  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  thine : 
While  like  a  penitent  I  (land, . 
And  there  confefs  my  fin. 


(  »98  ) 

4      My  foul  looks  back  to  ice 
The  burdens  thou  didfl;  bear, 
When  hanging  on  th'  accurfed  tree  ; 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 

g'      Believing^  we  rejoice 
To  fee  the  curfc  remove ; 
We  blefs  the  Lamb  with  chearful  voice. 
And  fing  his  bleeding  lore* 


HYMN      CLXV. 

1   T  TAIL  thou  once  defpifed  Jefus ! 
JTX     Hail  thou  Galilean  King ! 
Whodidft  fufFerto  releafc  us, 

Who  didft  free  falvation  bring  : 
Hail,  thou  univerfal  Saviour, 

Who  hafte  borne  our  fin  and  fhame  ; 
By  whofe  merits  wef  find  favour, 

Life  is  given  through  thy  name. 

a  Pafchal  Lamb,  by  God  aru>inted» 

All  our  {ins  were  on  thee  laid  i 
By  Almighty  love  appointed, 

Thou  had  full  atonement  made. 
Ev'ry  fin  may  be  forgiv'n, 

Thro'  the  virtue  of  thy  blood  : 
Open*d  is  the  gate  of  heav'n. 

Peace  is  made  twixt  man  and  God. 


■     (  ^99) 

^    Jefus,  hail !  enthroned  in  glory. 

There  for  41V erta  abide, 
All  thp  hcav'nly.  hofts  adore  ihee, 

Seated  at  thy  Father's  fide : 
There  for  (inners  thou  art  pleading, 

"  Spare  diem  yet  another  year  :" 
Thou  for  faints  art  interceding, 

Till  in^lory  they  appear. 

4  Worfhip,  honour,  pow'r,  and  blefling,, 

Chrift  is  worthy  to  receive ; 
Loudeft  praifes,  without  ceafing, 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give  : 
Help,  ye  bright  angelic  fpirits, 

Bring  your  fweeteft,  noble  (I  lays  ; 
Help  to  Img  our  Jefu's  merits, 

Help  to  chaant  Immanu^l's.  praife ! .. 


HYMN      CLXVL L.M. 

I  T  TO!  ev'ry.one  that  thirfts draw  nigh, 
jLX.  ('Tis  God  invites  the  fallen  race,) 
Mercy  and  free  falvation  bay, 

Buy  wine,  and  milk,  and  gofpel-grace. 

S  Come,  to  the  living  waters  come ; 
Sinners  obey  your  Maker's  call : 
Return  ye  weary  waiid'rers  home. 
And  find  my  grace  reach'd  out  to  all. 

3,  Sec,  from  the  rock  a  fountain  rife  ! 

Eor.you  iir  healing  dreams  it  lolls ;, 

N  4        #  Money 


Money  ye  need  not  bring,  ncyr  price, 
Ye  laboring,  burthen'd,  (in-(ick  fouls. 

4  Nothing  ye  in  exchange  (hall  give ; 
Leave  all  you  have,  and  are,  behind  | 
Frankly  the  gift  of  God  receivei  * 
Pardbn,  and  peace,  in  Jefus  find. 


HYMN      CLXVII. 

GOD  of  my  falvation  hear, 
And  help  me  to  believe  ; 
Simply  do  I  now  draw  near, 
Thy  blefling  to  receive : 
Full  of  guilt,  alas !  I  am  ; 

But  to  thy  wounds  for  refuge  flee  ; 
Friend  of  tinners,  fpotlefs  Lamb, 
Thy  blood  was  fhed  for  me  I 

9  Nothing  have  I,  Lord,  to  pay, 

Nor  can  thy  grace  procure  ; 
Eznpty  fend  me  not  away, 

For  I,  thou  know'ft,  am  poor : 
Dud  and  afhes  is  my  name. 

My  all  is  (in  and  mifery ; 
Friend  of  tinners,  fpotlefs  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  ihed  for  me  I. 

3  "Without  money,  without  price, 
I  come  thy  love  to  buy ; 
From  myfclf  I  turn  my  eyes^ 
Th«  «hicf  of  Ennci^  1 '- 


(    201    ) 

0  take  me  as  I  am, 

1  let  me  lak  niyfelf  in  th^e  i 
[  of  fmners,  fpotlefs  Lamb, 

'  blood  was  &ed  for  me* 


HYMN      CLXVIII. 

ORY  be  to  God  on  high, 
God,  whofc  glory  fills  the  {ky  ^ 
on  earth  to  tnan  forgiv'n.; 
the  well-belov*d  of  heav'n, 

our  Lord  and  God,  we  own, 
the  Father's  only  S6n  ; 
of  God,  for  finners  flain  i 
ir  of  olFending  man. 

hine  car,  in  mercy  bow ; 
the  world'^s  Atonement,  thou^ 
in  thy  name  we  pray, 
O  take  our  fins  away. 

ful  Advocate  with  God, 
r  US  by  thy  blood, 
hine  ear,  in  mercy  bow  ; 
;he  world's  Atonement,  thou ! 


HYMN 
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H    Y    M    N      CLXIX..— L..M. 

1  /^OME,  fmners,  to  the  gofpcl  feaft, 
\^  Let  cv*ry  foul  be  Jefu's  gucft ; 
Ye  need  not  one  be  left  behind -| 

For  God  hath  bidden  all  mankind.. 

2  Do  not  begin  to  make  excufe, 
Ah !  do  not  ye  his  gi^ace  refufe  ; 

This  world^s  vain  cares  andlufts  forfak^,. 
What  Jefus  freely  gives  us,  take, 

3.  Have  me  excus'd  :  why  will  ye  fay  ? 
From  health,  and  life,  and  liberty  I. 
From  all  that  isin  Jcfiisgiv'n; 
From  pardon,  holinefs,  andheav'm. 

4  Come  then,  ye  fouls  by  (in  oppreft ; 
Ye  reftlefs  wand'rers  after  reft  ; 

Ye  poor,  and  maim'd,  and  halt,  and  blind^ 
In  ChrilVan  liearty  welcome  find. 

5  Come,  and  partake  the  gofpel  fcaft ; 
Be  fav'd  fiom  {in,  in  Jcfus  reft"^ 

O  taRe  the  ^oodnrls  of  our  God, 
And  eat  his  flcQi,  and  drink  his  blood* - 

6  See  him  fet  forth  before  your  eyet^ 
Behold  the  bleeding  faciifice  ! 

His  offerd  love  mab*.  haftc,  embrace,. 
And  freely  now  be  lav'd  by  grace. . 


7Yti 
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7  Yc,  who  believe  his  record  true, 
Shall  f^p  with  him,  and  he  with  you  r 
Come  to  the  feaft,.  be  Giv'd  from  fm  ^ 
For  Jefus  waits  to  take  jou  in. 

t  This  is  the  time,  no  more  delay  5 
This  is  the  glorious  gofpel-day : 
Come  in  jhis  moment,  at  his  call, 
And  liv'd  for  him  who  dy'd  for  all. 


HYMN       CLXX. S.  M* 

AWAKP,  and  fmg  the  fong 
Of  Mofes  and  the  Lamb ; 
Wake  cv'ry  heart,  and  ev'ry  tongue, 
To  praife  the  Saviour's  name. 

Sing  of  his  dying  love,        , 
Sing  of  his  rifing  pow'r ; 
Sing  how  he  intercedes  above 
For  thofc  whofe  fins  he  bore. 


'•^      Sing,  till  we  feel  our  hearts 
Afcending  with  our  tongues ; 
Sing,  till  the  love  of  fin  departs^. 
And  grace  infpircs  our  fongs. 

^       Sing  on  your  heav'nly  way, 
*     Ye  ranfom'd  fmncrs  fmg ; 
Sing  on,  rejoicing  ev'ry  day 
In  Chrifl;,  the  eternal  King. 


.'     K 
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HYMN      CLXXI.. 

1        T\ /T^  Saviour,  thou  didft  flicil 

i.Vx     Thy  previous  blood  for  oaft  j. 

0  dwell  within  my  wurthlcfs  hearty 
And  let  me  live  to  thee, 

a      Thou  calleft  all,  O  Lord, 
To  corre  to  thee  and  live  ; 

1  therefore  come  with  all  my  fins ; 

I  know  thou  can'ft  forgive. 

3  My  Lord  and  Saviour  dear  ! 
I  long  to  fee  thy  face ; 

To  knov'^  thee  more  and  more  by  faithf 
And  daily  grow  in  grace* 

4  And  when  this  life  is  o'er, 
O  may  I  dwell  with  thee ; 

Still  worfhipping  the  bleffed  Lamb^ 
Who  liv'd  and  dy*d  for  me. 


^^i 


H    Y    M    N      CLXXII :S.  h^ 

]     f'\  Patient,  fpotlefs  Lamb, 

V^     My  heart  in  patience  keep  $ 

To  bear  the  crofs  fo  cafy  made, 
By  wounding  thee  fo  diftp^ 
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Ing  tne,  ny  Shepherd,  where 
ly  choiceft  flocks  abide ; 
i  wand'riBg  (ave  my  foolilh  heart, 
id  keep  it  near  thy  fide. 

y  friend,  thou  haft  enough 
y  mifery  to  relieve ; 
igh  fin  and  guilt  oppref^  xne  (ore, 
le  balm  is  thine  to  give. 

o  thou,  my  God,  unite 

y  heart  fo  -firm  10  thee, 

:  ev'ry  where,  and  at  all  times, 

by  love  my  all  may  be. 


HYMN     CLXXIII. 

|H  !  my  Lord,  I  afk  a  favour  5 

Let  my  foul  from  henceforth  be 
ted,  fettled,  grounded,  ever 
n  thee  to  all  eternity, 
me  back,  but  not  in  anger, 
I  chance  to  ftray  from  thee ; 
ely  then  I  ftiun  the  danger, 
race  prevents  my  mifery. 

en  I  read  thy  doleful  ftory, 

hen  it  gives  me  deep  concern  ; 

s  to  bruife  the  Lord  of  glory, 

h !  my  inmoft  bowels  yearo  : 

Sinner 


(  2o6  ) 

Sinner,  come ;  look  on  him  yonder  I 
Then  thou'lt  furely  love  like  me : 

Him,  whofe  love  than  death  was  ftrongerj 
Dearer  than  his  liberty. 

3  Still  I  love  him,  and  adore  him; 

While  in  life  I  am  confined 
I  will  lay  -my  wants  before  him  ; 

For  I  find  him  very  kind. 
Like  us  was  he  found  in  fafhion, 

With  us  foF  to  fympathize : 
Oh  !  his  heart  is  all  compaflion ; 

Broken  hearts  he'll  ne'er  defpife. 


HYMN      CLXXIV. C.  M. 

1  T^HOU,  Saviour,  my  good  (hcpherd  art; 

X       Thy  voice,  dear  Lord,  I  know : 
For  thy  own  life  thou  haft  laid  down 
To  fave  me  from  deep  woe, 

2  When  I  was  loft,  and  far  had  ftray*d 

Into  a  defart  wild ; 
With  tend'reft  care  thou  didfl  reftore 
Thy  faithlefs  wand'ring  child. 

3  When  I  was  broken  and  heart-lick, 

Thou  pitied  ft  my  pain  ; 
And  didft  bind  up  and  faetx^lVvtiv  mc. 
And  give  me  health  a^a^tu 
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ou  doft  me  lead  and  gentler  tend, 
\iid  feed  in  paftures  good ; 
d  bring  me  to  the  living  ftream 
3f  thy  moft  preciotu  blood* 

^  blood !  O  pleafing  found  to  me, 
liid  all  thy  helplefs  (heep ; 
ere  lies  my  fure  defence  by  day,   * 
•ly  ihelter  when  I  fleep. 


H    Y    M    N      CLXXV. 

THE  God,  whofe  fmiles  we  court, 
Whofe  favours  we  do  claim; 
:iofe  love  alone  new  life  imparts, 
And  gives  the  heav'nly  flame ; 
Is  none  but  the  meek  Lamb^         ^ 
Our  dear  exalted  Lord ; 
lofe  grace  and  Spirit  flill  remain 
To  blefs  us  in  his  word. 

His  promifc  is  the  fame, 

His  church  below  to  blefe 
ben  they  afTemble  in  his  name^ 

To  fupplicate  his  grace  : 

A  tram  of  fmners  poor 

He  will  not  caft  behind ; 
t  keeps  his  word  for  evermore. 

And  bears  us  on  his  mind. 

To  our  rel  i  ef  he  flics, 

Ife  £j'es  from  realms  above-; 


(  208  J 

Anfwcrs  our  prayers  in  fweet  rcplieS| 
And  tokens  of  his  love. 
Shall  we  cot  witnefs  bear 
How  faithful  he  hath  been  ; 

And  boldly  to  the  world  declare. 
Salvation  we  have  fecn  ? 

Yes,  if  thou'lt  help  us,  Lord, 
Thy  name  we  will  cpnfe!rs| 

And  fpeak  of  Chrifl  the  living  word| 
The  Lord  our  righteoufneis* 
We'll  mention  to  his  praifc 
The  triumphs  of  his  death ; 

And  fing  his  everlafting  grace 
Ev*n  with  our  latcft  orealh.. 


Ik 


HYMN      CLXXVL 

1  "X  X  THILE  my  Jefus  rmpoffefling, 
V  V       Great's  the  happincis  1  knoW't 
I  receive  the  purchased  blefling, 

Peace  and  joy  around  me  Aqw  : 
Underneath  are  the  embraces 

Of  his  everlafting  arm.; 
Then  I  fmg  my  loud^ft  praifes ; 
Then  I'm  fafe  from  fin  and  harm. 

4  Truly  bleffed  is  the  portion 

'    Deftin'd  me  by  fov'rcign  grace  ; 
While  I  view  divine  compafiion 
In  the  Savio\,ii*sbtu\fed^^tt*. 


I     t 


f.  .   .       *» 


t      «        I       '  I    • 


■  i    ■  • 


it  my  fix'd  reibludon, 

efus  Chrift,  my  Lotd,  to  love; 

lis  feet  to  fix  IHy  fttrtitMl, 

^or  from  thell^l^rt^iart  lemovvw 

e  it  is  I  find  my  tifca^fe*i, 

/hilc  upon  my  lAmb.I  gatfe^ 

e  I  much,  I Ve  iniit;h  fotgiven ; 

m  a  miracfe  of  gfaee : 

'd  with  finneMUie  tt)ritti\i6n', 

i^ith  my  tears  hts  fefet  Pll  b«fthe, 

ipy  in  the  fweet  fruition 

^f  my  Saviour'^  pfeui^lui  deaths 

^  i  iftill  enjoy  thFs  Feeling, 

Q  all  need  to  Jefus  go ; 

ve  his  wounds  each  day  more  heaGng, 

ind  firom  hence  falvation  draw  : 

^  I  have  the  Spirk'a  utoftion^ 

Hlin|  me  wMi  holy  ihame ;  \ 

1  retam  a  clo(e  coane^aon 

V^khthe  perfon  of  the  Lamb. 

HYMN       CLXXVIL 

rORmNCSTAR,  1  follow  thee ; 
L     Lead  me  here,  or  lead  me  there  : 
U  my  ftafF  in  trav'ling  be, 
^1  BO  other  weapon  bear : 


m 

Me  may  angels  suard  from  ill. 

When  I  am  to  do  thy  will ; 
So  fhall  I,  with  fteady  pace, 
Reach  the  deareft  city,  grace. 

t  This  my  Mailer's  purchafe  is; 

Here  my  Lord,  my  Chrifi,  is  King; 
He  is  mine,  and. I  am  his, 

Him  I'll  ever  praife  and  fing : 
Who  can  hurt  me  in  this  place, 
Fenc'd  and  fortify'd  by  grace  ? 

Deareft  city,  I  am  thine. 

And  thy  happinefs  is  mine. 


H    Y    M    N      CLXXVIII. 

i  M^\  Saviour,  could  I  always  keep 
Hw/     My  eye  on  thee,  the  living  way, 
I  then,  though  once  a  wand'ring  (heep, 

Should  no  more  from  thee  run  aftray :  . 
But  whcrcfoe'cr  thou  wentcft,  I 
Should  fimply  go,  not  afking  why* 

9  O  that  I  never  could  forget, 

One  moment  what  thou,  Lord,  haft  done 
To  fave  my  foul,  and  make  me  meet 

To  di  with  faints  upon  a  throne : 
O  that  thy  off  ring  on  the  tree 
Might  evermore  be  cy'd  by  me ! 


YlX>J5 


{ •" ) 


iAM^Mi^^ 


[   Y    M    N     CLXXIX, CUL 

r 

[APPY  are  wc,  when  giiilt  is  gone! 
L    This  alters  all  our  frame ; 
and  temptations  iliU  come  on,  . 
ut  we  are  not  the  fame, 

at  did  before  afflift  as  much, 
nd  give  us  anxious  care, 
faithful  breaft  it  cantiot  touch  ^ 
IF  now  the  Lord  is  thefe. 

we  thro'  dang'rous  paths  to  rove^ 
le  (hade^s  of  death  to  pafs? 
Qiield  etbcnal  is  his  I0VC9    - 
ir  light  his  gracious  face* 

world  muil  tnarvel,  and  ev'n  wc 
imirc  that  fccr^t  hand 
ch  leads  us  fafe  through  mifery, 
>  Canaan* %  happy  land. 


«  !■  ■   H    I      >■  I  a^i 


HYMN      CLXXX. 

)RD  make  me  faithful  to  my  call,  , 
In  h«art  ftill  truly  give  up  all; 


Myfelf  to  thee  Tefign  s 
When  dangers  threaten  me  around^ 
Invincible  may  (be^ocind.  -     v    .. 

Never  thy  wiU  decline. 

2  My  fikefwith  holy  oiV^no^nt; 

The  deftin'd  path^  'thou  Aoft  ^^pptMi 

Gladly  I  then  ivilltresia; 
Bedew  me  with  agehial  '{tx6'W% 
Into  my  heart  thy  influence  pour, 
Withlivis^-mansAlcSed*  • 

3  A  fingle  ey t,;  a  faithful  heairt. 
My  JefoSf  to  thy  child  impaxt| 

In  cv'ry  tiying  hour: 
Reasoning's  tormenting  thoughts  pnit€llilt} 
Still  keep  my  eye  on  thee  intteit 

Till  fight  my  faith  b'crpow'r. 


HYMN      CLXXXIw-uC^T^i 

1  T  T  THAT  am  I,  Lord !  ttet  thbuto^muc 
VV      Didft  love  and  value  me  ? 
Vile  dull:  am  I,  yet  thou  for  fuch 
Didfl  fuflPer  mifery. 

a  How  great  a  myftery  and  deep 
Is  this,  my  loving  God  ! 
That  thou,  to  fave  a  poor  loft  iheep, 
DidA  ihed  thy  lc«s«ii^\!^.QQd« 


( va ) 

lis  endom  ^^viumic  to  me, 
his  inakes  me  pn^  thqe  10$ 

[7  CUIUS  didfi  undergo. .  .    .  ^ 

^  Lord|  can  it  l)Q,o|li^rwife  ? 
!ow  can  I  but.be  X90v'd? 
/  can  I  bT^t  wilb.  w^c^ipg  eyfiil 
ehold  how  I  am  lov'd  ? 

f 

f  can  I  view  my  fuSTrio^  %Mi^ 
nd  fee  his  yrouiWi  9iVA  Uf^ffW 
[  not  link  dqwA.iQitfndisr  flMime^ 
nd  blefshimfroxpLmgrhcMtii     .  . 

I  be  thy  name  to  me  more  dear,  '"-I 

[ore  precious ev'ry  day;  : 
I  before  thy  throne  appear^ 
reft  in.  dgr  brigjit  arri^.;  . 


\f0  II     IM     • 


H    Y    M    N      CLXXXIL 

^RACE  how  cx€cj;^p5(>yiP9ttQ,thofft. 
'     Who  truly  finncrs  are ; 
k  and  didreft,  they  tafle  and  know  . 
heir  hcav'n  is  oijjy  thercj 
13  grace,  free  grace,  inoft  iW^^^^y  !^^fy 
Directly  come,  who  will; 
ift  as  you  are ;  for  Chrift  receives 
Poor  ht\p]efs  fiTincrs  ftilV* 

O3  ?kfcSV 


(.»6) 

And,  (ince  they  fb  ui»)te  in  love. 
Thy  vexy  foul's  delight  are  they  |  ' 

And  thou  iccurely  freiB  above  -  ' 

Dofi  guide  them  iw  the  aanrow^  way*-' 

4  Come*,  tender  Lord,  fupport  the  weak, 

Support  thy  little  ones  with  grace : 
Thou  L)9W'ft  for.the^  a*thi]rft  we  fjpck, 

Kintl  Maftcr  of  thy  chofen  race. 
Faithful  we  know  thy  tender  love, 

t^hy  woufida  our  heav'n,  our  paradife } 
May  fpivk^  fbuA,  and'  body,  provo 

An  eve^iiving  iaortfiee.    " 

5  Within  the  amU  i>f  %hy.  arn!i$ 

O  may  we  ever  live  (eCMV^; 
'Tis  by  thy  oaitb  th^t  tbpu  art  ouzs. 

Bond  ever  f^icred,  ever  furc ! 
Thy  work  with  mighty  arm  fupport, 
>   Solan  (ball  n^'^r  prevail  o*er  thee ; 
Let  thy  t^ue  fplloy^ers,  tho*  opprefs'd. 

Beneath  pppricflipn  conqu'rpr^  be. 


HYMN      CI^XXXIV. 


o 


Tell  me  no  more 
Of  this  wotI4- 8  V*i»  ^G^f ; 
The  time  for  fuch  trifles  wilb^we  ia  pow  p'^. 


2  A  Q^fi^n  I've  foYiiul,    . 

Where  true  joys  abound ; 

Tjfi  dwell  I'm  dctcrmip?4otvX\i%\.\i«^VJ  %p^^ 
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The  fouls  tb^t  believe, 
In  paradife  Uve ; 
me  in  that  number  will  Jefus  receive. 

My  foul  don't  delay, 
He  calb  thee  away : 
follow  thy  Saviour,  and  blefs  the  glad  day* 

No  mortal  doth  know 
What  he  can  bellow  ; 
It  light,  {bepgrh,  and  comfort :  go  after  him,  gp* 

And  when  I'm  to  die, 
"  Receive  me,"  Til  cry; 
Saviour  hath  lov'4  ip^e,  I  cannot. fay  why* 

And  now  Pm  in  care 
My  neighbours  may  fha re 
fe  bleflings :  to  feek  them  will  none  of  you  dare  ? 

In  bondage,  O  why ! 
And  death,  will  you  lie  ? 
en  one  here  alTares  you  free  mcc  is  fo  nigh* 

HYMN       CEXXXV^ 

JESUS,  my  Redeemer  dear, 
Pity  my  com|>Uining ; 
ull  of  reafoping  and  fear, 
Look  upon  my  ailing* 

_     » 


f  «i8  y 

a  Once  I  walked  undiffurb'd,. 
Fear  was  wholly  banifh'd  r 
Joyfaliv  I  heard  thy  word, 
Hereby  was  replenifh'd. 

3  O  'twas  fweet  unto  my  taflc  ; 

I  was*tender*hoarted : 
Sin's  dominions  were  laid  wade,, 
Guilt  from  me  departed. 

4  n^was  my  meat  and: drink  alwayf!,^ 

Thy  \i  ill  to  be  doing  j 
In  my  heart  the  well  of  grace. 
Ev'ry  hour  was  flowing., 

5  Now  beneath  thy  word  I  ftay,. 

Dead  and  unconcerned ; 
Cold  I  come  and  go  away 
Seldom  ever  warmed» 

6  When  thy  people  joyful  run, 

By  thee  are  befriended  ; 
Then  I,  like  the  elder  fon, 
Murmuring,  am  ofiBended; 

7  O,  my  Lord,  how  is  my  cafe  ?• 

Tell  it  me,  O  Jefus  ! 
Bring  me  ta  my  re  fling-place, 
In  thy  wound&fo  precious^ 

Z  Lead  me,  as  thou  doft  thy  flock, 
Where  the  flreams  are  ilowing^;; 
Jjx,  O  fix  me  on  the  rocki     • 
OidtL  thou  my  ^oiri^. 


f  "9  )■ 


■  r*.  ^ 


idhiMai^^paa^M 


M:    N      CLXXXVL CM. 

S,.  our  High-Pricftand  our  Head^ 
'^ho-  bear'ft  our.  flefl>  a^d  blood,, 
ways  uUerced'il  for  us^  - 
re  the  ^fona  of  God. 

ow  thou  never  canft-  forget 
poor  weak  members  here ; 
ten  we  fufFer  in  the  leaflr, 
jt  with  oathou'lt  bear* 

i^ith  great  tendernefs  art  touch'cfe 
hdt  ehy  children  feel'; 
by  temptations  we  are  prefs'd^. 
I  know'ft  well  what  we  ail. 

aftatenijler  fympaihy 
I.  ev'iy  fmart  and  pain-;- 
len  thou;  waft  a  man  on  earth> 
j^didft  defame  fuftain. 

tough  thou  art  exalted  now, 
to  us  thou  art  near ; 
:now^ft  our  weaknefleis  and:  wants'^ 
lift'ned  to  QUE  pray'r. 

rt  to  us  fo  very  nigh,. 
;  with  us  thou  art  one, 
t,  fou!^  and  hear^  and  flelH^, 
Ifone  of  our  owjl  bonci 


(  ^^o  } 

7  What  fliall  we  fay  for  this  thy  love, 
But  'fore  thee  proftrate  lie  ; 
And  thank  thee  th^t  thou  waft  a  mafff 
To  all  eternity^ 


HYMN     CLXXXVII.— -rt.M. 

1  T  TOW  fwcci  d^  thijDg  it  is  to  (ee 
XX     Thechpjfeo  pi^opleof UicLoid. 
Dwelling  in  loye  and  unity, 

Abiding  fledf^ft  in  (he  wokL 

2  His  praifes  do  each  toague  comxn^ndi 

His  love's  convey'd  from  heart  toheirl^} 
All,  willingly,  wiih  heart  and  hand^ 
Reciprocally  a£b  their  pait« 

3  All  love  to  hear  their  Shejpherd's  voice. 

While  he  gives  pafture  to  his  fheep  ; 
With  thofc  that  joy  they  do  rejoice, 

And  weep  in. heart  with  thofethat  wesj* 

4  Their  burdens  mutually,  they  bear, 

Alleviate  each  other^s  grief, 
And  ^hea  apprized  of  dangers  near. 
Jointly  they  fuppUcaf e  relief* 


tiW 


{ a«» ) 


H    V    1^    N    'CLXXXVIli; 

SAVIOUR^  I  do  feel  thy  merit, 
Sprinkled  with  redeemtng  blood  ; 
Aind  my  weary  troubled  fpirit 

Now  Hods  reft  in  thee,  xxiy  God : 
[  am  fafe^  and  I  km  h^ppy,   ..  • 

Whilfl  in  tby  dear  Arms  I  liej 
Sin  and-SaUn  caimot  hurt  me, 
Whiift  the  Saviour  is  fo  nigh. 

Mow  ril'fing  of  Jefii's  merit. 

Tell  the  world  of  *his  dear  name; 
That,  if  any  want  his  Spirit, 

He  is  ftill  the  very  fame: 
He  that  aCketl),  fooa  receiveth  ^ 

He  that  fteks  is  fure  to  find : 
Come,  for  whofoe*er  believeth| 

He  will  never  caft  behind. 

• 

Now  our  Counfellbr  is  pleading 

With  his  Father  and  our  God ; 
Now  for  us  he's  interceding. 

As  the  purchafe  of  his  blood : 
Here,  metninks,  I  hear  him  praying, 

*•  Father,  fave  them  ;  I  have  dy*d;" 
And  the  Father  anfwers,  faying, 

"  They  are  freely  juftify'd." 


H^>ll^ 


(«M) 


li     Y    M    N      CXCIi 

1  A   LL  ye  that  pafs  by  1 
JTjL  To  Jcfus  draw  nigh, 

To  you  is  it  nothing  that  Jefus  fhould  die  ? 

2  Your  ranfom  and  peace,  ^ 
Your  furcty  he  is, 

Come,  fee,  if  there  ever  was  (brrow  like  his. 

g  For  what  you^IiXve  done^ 

His  blood  did  atone, 
The  Father  hath  puniih'd  for  you  his  dev.Sf: 

4  The  Lord,  in  the  day 
Of  his  anger,  did  lav 

Our  fins  on  the  Lfamb,  and  he  bore  them  aws 

5  He  anfwcr'd  for  all— 
— O  come  at  his  call ; 

And  low  at  his  crofs  with  aftonifhment  fall* 


HYMN      CXCII CM, 

1  QALVATION  !  O  the  joyful  found  ! 
O  '   What  plcafure  to  our  ears ; 
A  /bv'rcign  balm  for  e^'i^  wound, 
A  cordial  for  our  ^ews» 
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^  Salvation !  let  the  echo  fiy 
The  rpacious  earth  around ; 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  iky 
Confpire  to  raife  the  found. 

]  Salvation !  O  thou  bleeding  Lamb| 
To  thee  the  praife  belongs : 
Salvation  fhall  infpise  our  hearts, 
And  dwell  upon  our  tongues. 


HYMN      CXCIII. S.M. 

HOSANNA  to  the  Son 
Of  David  and  of  God  I 
Who  brought  the  news  of  pardon  down, 
And  bought  it  with  his  blood.  • 

To  Chrift,  th»  anointed  King, 
Be  endlefs  bleffings  giv'n  ! 
Let  the  whole  earth  his  glory  iing, 
Who  made  our  peace  with  hcav'n. 

T*hen  let  our  fongs  abound, 
And  ev'ry  tear  be  dry ; 
We're  marching  thro'  ImmanucVs  ground, 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 


HXW.^ 
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HYMN       CXCIV, 

1  T^^W  bcffin  the  hcav*nly  theme, 
X^    Sing  aloud  in  Jefu's  name; 
Ye  who  Jefu's  kindnefs  prove^ 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love  ! 

2  Ye  who  fee  the  Father's  grace. 
Beaming  in  the' Saviour's  face  ; 
As  to  Canaan  on  ye  move, 
Praife  and  blefs  redeeming  love ! 

3  Mourning  fouls,  dry  up  your  tears, 
Banifh  aU  your  guilty  fears; 

See  your  guilt  and  curfe  remove, 
CanccU'd  by  redeeming  love ! 

4  Ye,  alas !  who  long  have  been 
Willing  (laves  to  death  and  tin. 
Now  from  blifs  no  longer  rove. 
Stop— and  tafle  redeeming  love  ! 

5  Welcome,  all  by  fin  oppreft, 
Welcome  to  your  Saviour's  breaft  ; 
Nothing  brought  him  from  above. 
Nothing  but  redeeming  love ! 

6  He  fubdu'd  th'  infernal  pow'rs, 
His  tremendous  foes  and  ours, 
Trom  their  accurfed  empire  drove. 

Mighty  in  redeemittg\ovt\ 

Ibr 
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^   Htther  then  your  muGck  bring, 
Strike  aloud  each  joyful  firing ; 
Mortals  join  the  hofts  above, 
Join  to  praife  redeeming  love ! 


1 


HYMN      CXCV. C.  M. 

Y£  wretched,  hungry,  flarving  poor, 
.  Behold  a  royal  fead ! 
"Where  mercy  fpreads  her  bounteous  ftore 
For  ev'ry  welcome  gueft* 

s    See,  Jefus  flands  with  open  arms^ 
"^    He  calls,  he  bids  you  come : 
Guilt  holds  you  bade,  and  fear  alarms; 
But  fee,  there  yet  is  room, 

f 
a   Rocnn  in  the  Saviour's  bleeding  heart. 
There  love  and  pity  meet ; 
Nor  will  he  bid  the  foul  depart, 
That  trembles  at  his  feet. 

^   In  him  the  Father,  reconcil'd. 
Invites  the  fouls  to  come ; 
The  rebel  fliall  be  call'd  a  child, 
And  kindly  welcomed  home« 

0   O  come,  and  with  his  children  tafte 
The  bleflings  of  his  love ; 
AVhile  hope  attends  the  fweet  repaft 
Of  nobler  joys  above* 

P  8  feTViftie 
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6  There,  with  united  heart  and  voice. 

Before  th'  eternal  throne, 
Ten  thoufand,  thoufand  fouls  rejoice. 
In  extafies  unknown. 

7  And  yet  ten  thoufand,  thoufand  more 

Are  welcome  dill  to  come ; 
Ye  longing  fouls  the  grace  adore ; 
Approach,  there  yet  is  room. 


HYMN      CXCVI* C.  M. 

1  T'LL  rife,  and  to  my  father  go, 
X     With  mournful  voicic  complain. 
And  humble  at  his  feet  I'll  bow, 
His  mercy  to  obtain. 

a  Hefaid,  and  haftcn'd  to  his  home, 
To  fcek  his  father's  love ; 
The  father  faw  the  rebel  come, 
And  all  his  bowels  move. 

3  He  ran,  and  fell  upon  his  neck, 

Embraced  and  kifs*d  his  fon  ; 
The  rebel's  heart  with  forrow  brake. 
For  follies  he  had  done. 

4  Take  off  his  clothes  of  ihame  and  (in, 

(The  father  gives  command,) 
Drefs  him  in  garments  white  and  clean. 
With  rings  adorn  Yivs  Yvwid* 


{    229   ) 


V 


e   A  day  of  feafting  I  ordain, 
Let  mirth  and  joy  abound ; 
fAy  fon  was  dead,  and  lives  again ; 
W^s  loft,  and  now  is  found. 


HYMN    '  CXCVII.-i-L.  M. 

1  OINNERS,  obey  the  gofpcl-word, 
1^  Hade  to  the  fupper  of  our  Lord ; 
J3e  wife,  to  know  your  gracious  day, 
.All  things  arc  ready,  come  away  I 

S   Ready  the  Father  is  to  own, 
And  kifs  his  late  returning  fon ; 
Ready  the  loving  Saviour  (lands, 
And  fpreads  for  you  his  bleeding  hands. 

A   Ready  the  Spirit  of  his  love, 

Tufl:  now  the  ftony  heart  to  move; 
T'  apply  ^nd  witnels  with  the  blood, 
And  wafh  and  feai  you  (bns  of  Cod. 

^   Ready  for  you  the  angels  wait. 
To  triumph  in  your  bleft  eftate; 
Tuning  their  harps,  thcy'long  to  praife 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  grace. 

5    Come  then,  ye  fmners,  to  your  Lord, 
To  happinefs  m  Chrift  reftor'd; 
Hii  profer'd  bencHts  embrace, 
The  plenitude  of  ^oipei-grace. 


(  «30  ) 


HYMN      CXGVIII. 

1  Q  AVIOUR,  canft  thou  love  ai  traitor  ? 
O     Canfl  thou  love  a  child  of  wrath  ? 
Cai\  a  hell-deferving  creature 

fie  the  purchafe  of  thy  death  ? 
Is  thy  blood  fo  efficacious 

As  to  make  my  nature  clean  ? 
Is  thy  facrifice  fo  precious 

As  to  free  me  from  my  Hn  ? 

2  Sin  on  every  hand  furrounds  me^ 

No  acquittance  can  I  hoar ; 
Pangs  of  unbelief  confound  me. 

Oh  !  my  grief  I  cannot  bear : 
Here  then  is  my  refolution, 

At  thy  deareft  feet  to  fall ; 
Here  Til  meet  with  condemnation. 

Or  a  freedom  from  my  thrall. 

3  Now  then  deny  thy  grace  and  merey^ 

If  thou  canft,  to  wretched  me ; 
Lay  afide  th>'  love  and  pity, 

if  thou  canft,  and  let  me  die  : 
If  I  meet  with  condemnation, 

Juftly  I  deferve  the  fame ; 
If  I  meet  with  free  falvationi 

I  will  magnify  thy  name.    ' 


^XU 


L*"- 
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HYMN       CXCIX C.  M. 

1      A  UTHOR  of  true  and  foring  faith| 
jTjl     That  grace  to  me  impart ; 
Grant  me  an  int'reftin  thy  death, 
A  new  believing  heart* 

S   Difinifs  my  griefs,  my.forrows  end, 
Myrcas'ning'f  voice  controul ; 
Approve  thyfelf  the  Tinner's  friend| 
And  blefs  my  helplefs  foul. 

4    Long  have  I  fought  thy  peace  to  find, 
But  all  my  fearch  was  vain  ; 
For  unbelief  ftill  veil'd  my  mind. 
And  dwelling  gnaw'd  within. 

• 

^   At  times,  thy  word's  attraftfng  beams 
Hath  drawn  my  foul  above ; 
DifFufmg  thro*  ray  heart  the  ftrcams 
Of  everlafting  love. 

c   Sometimes  I've  had  a  little  taftc, 
And  thought  thy  coming  nigh ; 
3at,  ah  !  the  bleffingdid  not  laft, 
The  vilitant  pafs'd  by. 

4i  And  muft  I  ever  mourning  go, 
A  ftranger  to  thy  love  ? 
.Shall  I  be  join'd  to  faints  below^ 
And  not  with  faints  ahovti 

>4 
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7  Shall  I  beneath  the  golpel  (lay, 
And  hear  the  call  of  grace ; 
And,  at  the  awful  judgment-day. 
Be  banifh'd  from  thy  face  ? 

"  Oh  !  may  I  feel  a  glimmVmg  hope. 
E'er  long  thou  wilt  me  blefs ; 
And  at  the  lad  will  raife  me  up, 
A  kingdom  to  pofTefs. 


HYMN       CC C.M. 

1   T  Wait  the  vifits  of  thy  grace, 
JL     My  Saviour  and  my  God ; 
O  come,  and  fliew  thy  fmiling  face, 
And  wa(h  me  in  thy  blood. 

a  Oh  I  whither  can  I  go,  to  get 
A  pardon  for  my  fi  n  ? 
But  onlv  to  my  Saviour's  feet, 
And  wait  and  call  on  him. 

3  Oh  !  that  I  could  but  once,  by  faith, 

Behold  him  on  the  tree  ; 
And  fee  hJm  languifli  there  to  death. 
And  fhcd  his  blood  for  me. 

4  Oh  !  that  I  might  but  once  be  found 

In  that  bleft  wcdding-drefs ; 
Which  in  my  ears  doth  often  found, 
His  blood  and  righUou^T\^^s\ 
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'^   *Tis  this  alone  can  give  me  eale, 
And  heal  my  wounded  heart ; 
My  Saviour's  blood  and  righteoufnefs, 
His  fufFerihgs  and  fmarU 


HYMN      CCI. 

COME)  ye  finners,.pocr  and  wretched, 
Weak  and  woundea,  Tick  and  fore ; 
Jcfiis  ready  {lands  to  fave  you. 
Full  of  pity,  love,  and  pow'r; 
He  is  able, 
Jle  is  willing,  doubt  no  more* 

Oh  !  ye  needy,  come,  and  welcome ; 
God's  free  bounty  glorify  ; 
rue  belief,  and  true  repentance, 
Ev'ry  grace  that  brings  us  nigh ; 
Without  money, 

Oome  to  Jefus  Chrifl  and  buy. 

m  r^et  not  confcience  make  you  linger, 
Nor  of  fitnefs  fondly  dream  ; 
All  the  fitnefs  he  requireth. 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him  ; 
This  he  gives  you, 
»Tis  the  Spirit's  rifing  beam. 

4  Come  ye  weary,  heavy  laden, 

BruisM  and  wounded  by  the  fall*. 


\l 
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If  you  tany  till  you're  better^ 
You  will  never  come  at  alU 
Not  the  righteous^ 
Sinners  Je(us  came  to  call. 

5  Agonizing  fn  the  garden, 

Lo !  your  Maker  proftrate  lies  { 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  him, 

Hear  him  ciy,  before  he  dies^ 
«^  It  is  fimlh'd  !•• 
Sinneri  wilL  not  this  fuffice  ? 

6  Lo !  th'  incarnate  God,  afcended^ 

Pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood; 
Venture  on  him,  venture  wholly^ 

Let  no  other  trud  intrude ; 
None  but  Jefus 
Can  do  helplefs  finners  good* 

7  Saints  and  anget^,  joia'd  in  concert, 

Sirig  the  praifes  of  the  Lamb  ;     . 
While  the  blifsful  fieats  of  heav'n 

Sweetly  echo  with  his  name, 
Hallelujah  ! 
Sinners  here  may  do  the  fame. 


HYMN      ecu. 


1   /^OME,  ye  Tinners,  poor  and  wretched^ 
k^    Bring  your  humble  gc^XtCul  lays ;        ^ 


,.  (  835  ) 

to  fing  our  Jcfu's  merits, 

p  to  cbsunt  ImmanutVs  pratfe : 

'  Friead  of  finners ! 
we  Uud  for  richeft  gtace. 

It  grace  haft  thou  vouch fafed ! 
vhal  mercy  haft  thou  fhown ! 
I,  to  die  for  vileft  rebels, 
ou  didft  leave  thy  blifsful  throne ! 

Bleeding  Saviour  ! 
O  melt  our  hearts  of  ftone. 

I,  ye  dnnersi  come  to  Jefus, 
in  K  upon  your  gracious  Lord : 
as  pity'd  your  condition, 
has  fent  his  gofpel-word : 

Mercy  calls  you, 
y  flows  from  Jefu's  blood. 

sft  Saviour,  help  thy  fervanC 
proclaim  thy  \vond*rous  love ; 
thy  grace  upon  this  people, 
at  thy  truth  they  may  approve  : 

Blefs,  O  blefs  them, 
thy  fhining  courts  above. 

thy  gracious  word  invites  them 
partake  the  gofpel-feaft ; 
hy  Spirit  fwcetly  draw  them, 
'ry  foul  be  Jcfu's  gucft ; 

O  Receive  us, 
IS  find  thy  promised  reil* 


RXVl 
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HYMN      CCIII. 

1  /^  UIDE  mc,  Othou  great  Jchovab, 
VJT     Pilv',rim,  through  this  barren  labd    -^ 
I  am  weak,  but  ihou  art  mighty. 

Hold  me  with  thy  pow'rful  hand: 
Bread  of  heav'n !  bread  of  heav'n  I 
Feed  me  till  I  want  po  more* 

2  Open  now  "the  cryftal  fountain 

Whence  the  healing  flreama  do  flow ; 
Let  the  fiery  cloudy  pillar 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through : 
Strong  Deliv'rer  !  ilrong  Deliverer ! 

Be  thou  ftill  my  ftrength  and  fhield ! 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan^ 

Bid  my  anxious  fears  fubfide  ; 
Death  of  deaths,  and  hell's  deftru6lion, 

Land  mc  fafe  on  Canaan's  fide. 
Songs  of  praifes,- longs  of  praifes, 

I  will  ever  give  to  thee. 


HYMN      CCIV.. 

FATHER,  hear  the  blood  of  Jcfus, 
Spedking  In  thine  ears  above! 
From  thy  wratli  and  cnrfe  releafe  ug ; 
MdnifeLl  thy  patd'nmjYovt; 


Ox«fc«' 
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receive  us  to  thy  favour, 
For  his  only  fake  receive ; 
ve  us  to  our  bleeding  Saviour, 
Let  us  by  his  dying  live. 

"*o  thy  pard'ning  grace  receive  them  ;** 
Dnce  he  pray*d  upon  the  tree ; 
II  his  blood  cries  out,  ''  forgive  them ; 
^  All  their  fins  were  purg'd  by  me." 
Hour  Advocate  in  heav'n 
^rays  the  pray'r  on  earth  begun, 
father,  (hew  their  fins  forgiv'n ; 
•  Father,  glorify  thy  Son  I*' 


HYMN       CCV. C.  M. 

^  LAS !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed  ? 
V.     And  did  my  Sov'reign  die  ? 
Quid  he  devote  that  facred  head 
Por  fuch  a  worm  as  I  ? 

as  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 
He  groan 'd  upon  the  tree  ? 
Kiazing  pity  !  grace  unknown ! 
And  love  beyond  degree, 

<11  might  the  fun  in  darknefs  hide, 
And  (hut  his  glories  in, 
hen  God,  the  mighty  Maker,  dy'd 
I'or  man,  his  creature's  fin. 


(838) 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blufhing  face, 
While  ihy  dear  crofs  appears ; 
DiiTolve  my  heart  in  thanKfiilnefs, 
And  melt  my  eyes  to  tears. 

^  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
That  debt  of  tove  I  owe ; 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myfelf  away, 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do* 


>   ■■■ 


HYMN     CCVi. 

THOU  Son  of  confolation, 
Refrefh  us  in  our  need ; 
Breathe  thro'  this  congregation. 

Our  {ouls  with  manna  feed  : 
Difpel  the  clouds  of  darknefs, 

Command  the  light  to  fhine ; 
And  banilh  all  our  fadnefs 
By  one  fweet  look  of  thine. 

Remind  us  of  thy  forrows, 

The  thorns  which  pierc'd  thy  head ; 
And  all  thofe  open  furrows 

The  cruel  fcourges  made  : 
Oh  !  lead  us  to  the  garden 

To  view  thy  bloody  fweat, 
Wreftling  beneath  the  burden 

Of  fins  diftrefling  weight. 


^ 
^ 
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3  Yea,  let  us  be  repairing 

With  hafte  to  Calvary ; 
To  view  the  nails  him  tearing, 

While  ftretchM  upon  the  tree ; 
Oh  !  who  can  tell  the  anguifh 

Which  reach'd  that  tender  heart ; 
Which  there  did  inly  languifh 

Thro*  piercing  racking  fmart. 

4  Methinks,  I  fee  him  bleeding, 

And  wifh  there  to  abide. 
Where  purple  gore  is  dreaming, 

From  nan ds,  and  feet,  and  fide : 
Oh !  let  thy  bitter  penance. 

And  interceding  love, 
Redrefis  our  ev*ry  grievance. 

And  raife  our  hearts  above. 


^       HYMN       CCVU. 

1   T  TE  dies!  the  friend  of  (inners  dies ! 
jn    Lo !  Salem's  daughters  weep  around  : 
A  folemn  darknefs  veils  the  ikies ! 

A  fudden  tremblii^g  ihakes  the  ground ! 
(!)ome,  faints,  and  drop  a  tear  or  two, 

For  him  who  groati'd  beneath  your  load ! 
He  flied  a  thoufand  drops  for  you, 

Athoufand  drops  of  richer  olood ! 

a  Here's  love  and  grief  beyond  degree, 
The  Lord  of  glory  dies  for  mtii\ 


f  HO  ) 

But,  lo  !  what  fudden  joys  we  fee  | 
Jefus,  the  dead,  revives  again ! 

The  rifing  God  forfakes  the  tomb; 
(The  tomb  in  vain  forbids  his  rifei) 

Angeh'c  legions  guard  him  home. 
And  (hout  him,  welcome  to  the  ikie^l 


vour  tears,  ye  faints  !  and  tell, 
tigh  our  great  Deliverer  reigns ! 


Break  off 

How  hi 
Sing,  how  he  fpoil'd  thehofts  of  hell. 

And  led  the  mor.fter  Death  in  chains! 
Say,  "  Live  for  ever,  wond'rous  King  i 

*'  Born  to  redeem  !  and  (Irong  to  lave !" 
Then  afk  the  monfter— "  Where's  thy  fting  ? 

"  And  where's  thy  viftory,  boafting  grave  ? 


H     Y    ^    N      CCVIII CM, 

1  A  TY  blefled  Saviour,  is  thy  love 
IVl     So  great,  fo  full,  fo  free  ? 
Behold  !  I  give  my  love,  my  heart, 

My  life,  ray  all  to  thee, 

2  I  love  thee  for  that  glorious  worth 

In  thy  great  felf  I  fee  : 
.  I  love  thee  for  that  Ihameful  crofe 
Thou  haft  endur'd  for  me. 

3  No  man  of  greater  love  can  boaft, 

Than  for  his  friend  to  die : 
But  for  thy  en'mies  thou  v^aft  flain  ; 
What  love  witb  ftvitve  cwi  N\t ? 


VtWta 
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4  Though  in  the  very  form  of  God, 

With  heav'nly  glory  crown'd  ; 
Thou  would*ft  partake  of  human  flcfti, 
Befet  with  troubles  round. 

5  Like  thee  in  faith,  in  meeknefs,  love, 

In  ev*ry  beauteous  grace ; 
From  glory  thus  to  glory  chang'd, 
May  I  behold  thy  face. 

6  O  Lord,  I'll  treafiire  in  my  foul 

The  mem'ry  of  thy  love : 
And  thy  dear' name  fhall  dill  to  me 
A  grateful  odour  prove. 

7  Thy  friends,  the  excellent  on  earthy 

Shall  be  my  chief  delight : 
And  when  alone,  I'll  rnake  thy  ia|^ 
My  ftudy  day  and  night. 

.8  Where  thou  doft  pitch  thy  tent,  and  wher« 
Thy  honour  deigns  to  dwell, 
There.I'll  fix  mine  ^nd  there  refide, 
Thy  wond'rous  love  to  tell. 


HYMN      CCIX. CM. 

1   T  X  7ITH  joy  we  meditate  the  grace, 
VV      Of  our  High  Prieft  above ; 
His  heart  is  made  of  tcndemefs, 
His  bowels  melt  with  love* 


(  24a  ) 

2  T6ucli*d  with  a  fympathy  divine, 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame; 
He  knows  what  fore  temptations  meany^ 
For  he  has  felt  the  fame. 

3  He  in  the  days  of  feeble  flefh, 

Pour'd  out  his  cries  and  tears  * 
And  in  his  jfiieafure  feels  afreCh, 
What  ev'xy^ember  bears. 

4  He'll  never  quench  the  fihoaking  flax. 

But  raife  it  to  a  dame ; 
The  bruifed  reed,  he  never  breaks. 
Nor  fcorns  the  meaneft  name, 

5  Then  let  our  humble  faith  addrefs, 

His  mercy  and  his  pow'r : 
We  fhall  obtain  deliv'ring  grace. 
In  the  diftrefling  hour. 


HYMN      CCX. L.M, 

1   THHE  crofs,  the  crofs,  O  that's  my  gain  ! 
JL    Becaufe  on  that,  the  Lamb  was  (lain  ; 
•Twas  there  my  Lord  was  crucify'd, 
'Twas  there  my  Saviour  for  me  dy'd* 

ft  What  wond'rous  caufe  could  move  thy  hearty 
To  take  on  thee  my  curfe  and  fmart  ? 
When  thou  forc-kncweft,  I  fhould  be, 
So  cold  and  negligent  to  t\i^«i% 
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2  *rhe  caufe  was  love,  I  fmk  with  fhamft 
Before  my  facred  Jefu'j>  name,     . 
That  thou  fhould'ft  bleed  andflaughtcr'd  be. 
Becaufe,  becaufe  thou  iovedd  me. 

4  Th<)u  loved fl;  me :  O  boundlefs  grace  * 
Who  can  fuch  wond'rous  mercy  trace  ? 
I,  -who  unfaithful,  foolifham, 

Yet  find  thee  flill  a  patient  Lamb. 

5  To  thy  red  crofs  I  lift  mine  eyes, 
That  IS  a  Tree  will  make  me  wife ; 
That  is  a  Tree  of  knowledge  good, 
Cvli  was  drown'd  in  Jefu's  blood. 

S  The  bloody  crofs  now  bears  a  fruit, 
Which  does  poor  hungry  fmners  fuit; 
It  is  a  Tree  of  life  for  all, 
AVho'rc  doom'd  to  death  by  Adam's  fall. 

J    Sec  what  a  deep-dy'd  red  it  bears  ! 
Look  how  that  nail  my  Saviour  tears! 
Stain'd  and  befmear'd  with  blood  divine, 
There  hangs  the  King  from  David's  line. 

8   Here  will  I  ftay  and  gaze  a  while 
On  thee,  thou  friend  of  finners  vile ; 
I'll  look  and  fee  what  I  have  done 
To  God*s  eternal  gracious  Son. 

Q  Lord,  what  is  man,  and  what  am  I, 
That  thou  ihould'ft  fuch  a  creature  buy, 
And  fcal  my  ranfom  with  thy  blood, 
J^mngvilhwgj  dying  on  the  wood? 

Q  2  ^^'^ 


{^44) 

10  Here  is  an  enfign  on  a  hill ! 

Come  hither,  fmners!  look  your  fill; 
To  look  aiide  is  pain  and  lofs, 
I'll  glory  only  in  the  crofs. 

11  I'll  live  and  dwell  by  thisbleft  flood, 
The  flowing  ftream  of  Jefu's  blood  ; 
That  blood  which  he  in  tender  love, 
To  fhed  did  leave  his  throne  above. 

1 2  Here  in  a  glafs  I  fix  my  eye, 
The  glory  of  the  Lord  t'  efpy  ; 
This  by  beholding  I  fhall  be, 
Chang'd  to  his  image  who  lov'd  me, 

13  No  flaming  fword  doth  guard  this  place, 
The  bloody  crofs  proclaims  free-grace ; 
No  other  way  can  heaven  win, 

All  by  the  crofs  muft  enter  in. 


H     Y     M.    N     CCXI. 

WHAT  praife  unto  thc.Lamb  is  due ! 
How  fliouldour  fpiritsalhakefire 
When  we  his  boundlefs  love  review, 
And  fee  him  in  his  blood  expire ! 
Who  can  defcribe,  how  much  he  loved, 
Or  paint  that  fl;rong  uncommon  zeal, 
With  which  his  tender  heart  was  moved| 
When  he  fuftain'd  the  i^ixtv^  o\\«VV^ 


♦. 


( H5  y 

>  know*  what  pain  he  underwent    -.. 

jn  from  the  crofs  he  cry'd  fo  loud 

S  why,  (his  heart  with  anguifh  rent)   \ 

ik*ft  thou  me,  my  God !  my  God  ?.      ^ 

was  a  bitter  cry  indeed, 

was  a  dark  and  doleful  hour ; 

fcry  Spirit  feems  to  bleed, 

hell  t'  exert  its  uknofl  power. 

is  our  point,  his  dying  fmart  -  / 

e  can  unbelief  remove, 
e  can  melt  the  flubborn  heart, 
make  it  feel  t^e  warmth  of  lovcu 
le  others  make  the  law  their  aim, 
ice  count  their  gain,  thence  mourn  their  lofs, 
I  know  nor  feck  no  other  name^ 
Jefus  bleeding  on  the  crofs* 


4 
:    Y    M     N      CCXII. C.  M. 

Man  how  deadly  was  thy  wound, 

Thy  timpany  of  pride, 
never,  never  had  been  cur'd, 
d  not  Immanueldy' (L 

wretched  thofe,  whom  balm  fo  rich, 
e  blood  of  Chriii don't  heal! 
le  apply  it,  let  my  foul 
fov'reign  virtue  feci. 


(  H6  ) 

2  Moil  plain  the  dear  Redeemer  prov'd 
His  human  nature  true, 
When  on  the  crofs  he  offered  up 
Fiefh,  kml  and  body  too  : 

4  Let  that  incorpdrared  tide, 

The  riches  of  thine  heart, 
Dear  Jefus !  wafh  away  my  ftainf, 
And  cleanfing^  grace  impart. 

5  -May  tbat  rich  blood,  which  faves  a  world, 

And  ranfonw  fouls  from  hell, 
Truly  deliver  tac  from  all 
The  bondage  that  I  fee{« 


HYMN     CCXIII. 

1   T    AMB  what  wonders  haft  thoi^  wrought  ? 
t  J  Thou  haft  finners  dearly  bought : 
Helplefs,  vile,  unthankful  we, 
Wc  have  right  to  come  to  thee. 

S  Doom'd  by  law  to  endlefs  pains, 
Captives  hel4  by  thoufand  chains, 
Lamb  !  one  thing  has  brought  us  thro*, 
Twasthy  being  (laughter'd  fo« 

3  Who  then  would  not  come  to  thee? 
Who  need  fear  he  loft  (hall  be  ? 
Ev'ryone  that  comes,  thou  tak'ft, 
JEv'jyyoke  and  chaii*  thou  bttaWft% 


l^^vcv. 


(  247  ) 

4  Sin  and  mifery,  guift  and  fear^ 
Stop  thee  not,  but  bring  thee  near, 
Go,  ye  iinners,  this  I  know^ 
I  have— ye  nray  find  it  fo. 

^  O  that  all  my  words  would  hear,  ^ 

0  would  flnners  lend  an  ear  I 
Would  they  go,  they  all  would  find. 
That  he  cafteth  none  behind. 

6  He  will  ne'er  reproach  a  h^art, 
Has  it  much  or  little  fniart : 

He  each  foul  will  welcome  home, 
Say,  my  finner,  art  thou  come  ? 

7  I  have  waited  long  for  thee, 
Wifti'd,  and  tliat  rhofl.  heartily, 
That  thou  knew'ft  what  1  had  done, 
What  I  bore  for  thee,  niy  fon ! 

8  Bring  thy  fin,  thy  guilt,  thy  fear  j 
See  my  hde,  Come,  hide  thee  there, 
Sprinkle  with  my  blood  thy  heart, 
Then  the  flayer  mufl  depart. 

9  Henceforth  keep  thy  eye  on  me, 
Thou  fhalt  ne'er  foifaken  be  ; 

1  for  thee  have  fhed  my  blood. 
Should  I  keep  back  other  good  I 

10  Who  can  tell  how  much  he'll  fay, 
Talking  with  us  night  and  day  ? 
Do  not  think,  it  is  not  true  i 

This  he  ever  means  for  vou* 


(248) 


HYMN      CCXIV. L.M. 

1  /^  Worthy  Lamb !  what  cndlefs  ftore 
V^  Of  bleflings  from  thy  wounds  flow'o'cTf 
To  me  unworthy,  poor  and  bafe, 

Made  blefs'd  and  happy  thro'  thy  grace ! 

2  Can  I  enough  think  on  that  blood, 
Which  day  and  night  I  find  (b  good  ! 
Thy  blood  will  evVy  grief  afTuage, 
Throughout  my  earthly  pilgrimage. 

3  To  all  good  fruits,  my  gracious  Lord ! 
What  gentle  force  lies  in  that  word, 
Thy  blood  !  thy  blood !  once  fhed  for  mc, 
Is  my  fweet  law  of  Hberty. 

4  No  threatnings  need  be  us*d  to  thofe, 
Who  in  that  blood  find  fweet  repofe ; 
The  law  is  wiitten  in  their  hean; 

W  hene*er  they  (lip,  they  find  great  fmart. 

5  Yes  !  they  feel  fmart ;  yet  without  dread, 
The  members  h^ok  up  to  their  Head  ; 
They  know  the  virtue  of  his  blood. 
And  thankful  wafb  in  that  pure  flood. 


(  249  ) 


HYMN      CCXV. 

^  It  was  grace,  amazing  free, 

9  Xhat  thou  fhould'ft  fhew  thyfelf'tome,. 

As  wounded  for  my  fm ! 
^as  thy  dear  wounds  my  guilt  reveal'd, 
/ftreaming  blood  asbalum  heal'd, 

Ab/olv'd,  and  Wafh'd  m^e  clean.. 

I  remember  my  fad  ftate,.  * 
3^  bitter  enmity  and  hate 

Which  in  my  heart  I  felt : 
n  then,  O  Jefu  dear !  thy  grace 
>uld  fhew  me,^  wlfcn  fo  dead  and  bafe^ 

How  thou  the  word  canft  melt. 

'HI  remember,  all  my  pain, 

toil  and  Ir.bour  was  but  vain^ 

Till  thou  did  ft  pardon  give : 
ect  was  thy  pardon  to  my  foul, 

fm-fick  heart  was  foon  made  whole  ;. 

By  grace,  free  grace,  I  live. 

nay  this  grace  yet  m6lt  me  more, 
d  keep  me  always  humble,  poor, 

Right  thankful  for  thy  blood :  . 
y  I  k)  feel  my  wretchednefs, 
at  I«  entitled  to  thy  grace, 

May  cleave  to  thee,  my  God. 


5'^>^^ 


-1 


(  «5o  ) 

5  Thy  blood  and  wounds  be  my  deligltt: 
Difplay  them  ever  to  my  fight, 

And  ftrengthen  my  weak  eyes. 
That  I  may  conftantly  behold, 
That  form  wherein  my  Lord  was  fold^ 

And  hear  his  groans  and  crieb 

6  This  fight  and  found  my  heart  will  touch| 
That  he  for  me  fhould  bear  fo  much, 

Wh6's  the  true  Lord  of  all ! 
The  everlafting  Father  he, 
The  God  from  ail  eternity, 

Before  whofe  wounds  I  faR. 

7  He,  as  the  Godhead  muft  affright, 
And  dazzle  a  poor  finner^  ^ght, 

Did  veil  it  in  our  ncfti : 
There  we  may  fee  him  to  our  joy, 
There  we  may  heart  and  mind  employ, 

And  'twill  our  fouls  refrefli. 

S  The  meditation  on  his  wounds. 

And  on  that  grace  which  there  abounds^ 

And  centers  in  his  blood ; 
This  does  poor  linners  happy  keep ; 
The  Shepherd  here  doth  feed  his  iheep, 
They  reft  in  pafture  good. 

9  They  know  his  voice  :  he  krM>ws  each  nam^ 
Had  he  not  call'd,  they  ne'er  bad  came, 

Or  on  their  owner  thought  j 
He  c?ill*d  them  only  to  forgive, 
And  that  they  mig^\\t  from  him  receive 
Th  e  pe  :\c  e  and  Ute  h^  \yi>i^v. 


(  «50 

ic  grace  of  our  Loid  Jefus  Chrift, 
lio  is  my  Advocate  and  Prieft, 

M6t  fxAlf  kiiis  my  needs : 
:now,for  me  his  blood  was  flied; 
^now  be  i»  my  hkhixil  head^ 

An4  for  me  intercedes. 


HYMN      CCXVL 

'O  more  wkfc  tr^mbKng  hfeart  I  try 

A  multitude  of  things; 
[  wifhing  to  find  out  that  pointy 
rom  whence  falvation  fpnngs. 
anchor's  caft!  c^d  on  a  rock, 
/here  I  Ihall  eVer  reft 
n  all  the  labour  oF  my  thoughts, 
nd  workings  of  my  'bread. 

at  is  my  anchor  ?  if  you  alk, 

.  hungry^  helpUfsmind^ 

kng,  with  mis*ry  for  its  weight, 

ill  firmed  grace  I  find. 

at  b  toy  rock  ?  'Tis  JESUS  CHRIST 

Vhom  faithk/s  eyes  pafs'd  o'er ; 

there  all  Tinners  anchor  may, 

jid  ne'er  hejhakcn  more. 


U^U^ 


f  ^50 


HYMN      CCXVIL 

1  TTOLY  Lamb  who  thee  receivC| 
JLX.  Who  "in  thee  begins  to  livp; 
Day  and  night  thev  cry  to  thee, 
As  thou  art)  fo  let  us  be. 

2  Fix,  O  fix  my  wav'ring  mind. 
To  thy  crofs  my  fpirit  bind  \ 
Gladly  now  I  would  be  clean  ; 
Cleanfe  me  now  from  ev'ry  fin.. 

3  Dud  and  aihestho'we  be. 
Full  of  guilt  and  mifery ; 
Thine  we  are,  tiiou  Son  of  God^ 
Take  the  purcharfe  of  thy  blood. 

4  Who  in  heart  on  thee  believes, 
He  the  atonement  now  receives, 
He  with  joy  beholds  thy  face, 
Triumphs  in  thy  pard'ning  grace. 

5  See  ye  finners  !  fee  the  flame, 

Rifing  from  the  flaughter'd  Lamb^    ,   :  ,     ' 
Mark  the  new,  the  living  way, 
Leading  to  eternal  day. 

6  Jefus,  when  this  light  we  fee^ 
All  our  fold's  athirft  for  thee ; 
When  th/quick'ning  power  we  prove, 

All  our  heart  diffolvcs  \u\o\^* 


(  253  ) 

idlefs  wifdom,  pow'r  divine, 
:  unfpeakable  are  thine ; 
e  by  all  to  thee  be  giv'u, 
•  of  eajth,  and  ho  {Is  of  heav'n. 


HYMN      CCXVIIL 

there  a  thing  beneath  the  iky, 
an  comfort  bring  orfatisfy, 
But  my  dear  Saviour's  wounds  ? 
re  is  a  iweet  and  condant  peace, 
^afure  hid  of  richeft  grace, 
All  clfe  are  empty  founds, 

iink,  my  foul,  fall  down  with  fhaihe  ; 
»re  his  face,  who  only  came 
To  fuffer,  bleed  and  die : 
link  upon  thy  tin  and  guilt, 
ivhich  his  precious  blood  was  fpllt, 
Thou  didft  him  crucify* 

thou  vile  piece  of  finful  duft, 
dearell  Lord  fweat  for  thy  lud", 
Till  drops  of  blood  fall  down  ; 
wh6  it  is  lies  prodrate  there, 
rhis  thrice  utter'd  mournful  pray *r, 
Mark  cv'ry  ligh  and  groan. 

loll  in  wonder  and  amaze, 

e  I'll  abide  and  melt  and  gaze. 


»T\s 


(  254  ) 

♦Tis  God's  belovad  Son ! 
Ho^  heavy  is  that  v^eight  he  bearsi 
His  foul's  opprefs'd  with  gricF,  and  fears, 

The  bitter  cup  comes  on. 

5  Lord,  doll  thou  fufFer  this  for  me  ? 
Doft  thou  feel  all  this  mifcry, 

To  give  me  life  and  peace? 
Then  will  I  bear  this  on  my  heai*t, 
*'  My  allh  purchas'd with  thy  fmariy* 

Thy  blood  figns  my  releafe. 

6  But  fee  thy  Lord  drag'd  like  a  thief. 
For  thee  he  bore  this  (hame  and  grief. 

Taunts,  buffetings  and  ftrtpcs : 
See  him  nail'd  to  the  crofs's  wood, 
Defpis'd  by  man,  and  bath'd  in  blood, 

Thy  debt  away  this  wipes. 

7  Yet  look  again,  and  thou  (halt  fee, 
O'er  death  he  gets  the  vijftory, 

And  (lands  at  God's  right-hand, 
A  Prieft  for  ever  to  remain, 
The  Lamb  from  cverlafting  flain : 

His  kingdom  fafl  fhall  {land. 

8  Behold,  in  heav'n  all  bow  the  knee, 
To  him  who  hung  upon  the  tree, 

And  adoration  p^y : 
Then  O  my  foul  do  thou  afpire 
In  heart  and  mind  to  join  the  choir, 

And  thy  dear  Lord  obey. 


Yk^ 
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i    Y    M    N      CCXIX CM. 

LOOD  of  the  venerable  Lamb! 
My  heart  nought  elfe  can  fay ; 
ce  'tis  by  that,  and  only  that, 
iy  fins  are  waih'd  away* 

with  that  bloody  thai  I  am  bought 
rom  curfe,  and  death,  and  hell : 
with  that  blood  I'm  (kn^tfyM, 
lade  meet  in  heav'n  to  dwell* 

at  but;  that  blood  (hall  fill  my  heart, 
ince  'tis  by  blood  1  live  ? 
:e  'tis  the  gift  the  Father  fent^ 
/hen  he  his  Son  did  give  ? 

:e  by  his  blood  the  Son  me  bought, 
or  me  falvation  gain'd ; 
[  not  me  only,  but  all  foulsy 
^f  ev'ry  age  and  land. 

:n  Come,  ye  finners !  come  and  plunge 

1  Jefu's  precious  blood, 

'ill  cleanfe  from  (inful  leprofy, 

md  make  all  frefh  and  good. 

it  exceeds  Bdhefda  far, 

ind  Jordan  river's  Qreamf 

d  Siloam's  pool,  a^d  all  things  eHe : 

k>me  Wiiih  and  yoi^'ll  be  clean* 


(«5«) 


HYMN       CCXXIL— .L.M^ 

OF  him,  who  did  falvation  brin^ 
I  could  for  ever  think  and  ^qg : 
Arife  yc  guilty  he'll  forgive, 
Arife  ye  poor  for  he'll  relieve. 

a  Blefs'd  Jefus,  what  delicious  &re. 
How  fweet  thy  entertainments  are ! 
Never  did  angels  tafte  above 
Redeeming  grace  and  dying  love* 

3  For  us  his  Hefli  with  nails  was  lonii  . 
He  bore  the  fcourge,  he  felt  the  thorn; 
And  juftice  pour'd  upon  h»8  head 

lis  heavy  vengeance,  in  our  (lead. 

4  For  us  his  vital  blood  was  fpilt. 
To  buy  the  pardon  of  our  guilt ; 
When  for  black  crimes  of  biggeft  fize| 
He  gave  his  foul  a  lacriHce. 

5  Ye  hearts  of  ftone.  come  melt  to  fee. 
That  this  was  done  for  you  and  me  ! 
His  griefs  procured  that  we're  forgiv'n, 
And  on  his  blood  we  fwim  to  heav'n. 

6  To  fliarae  our  fins,  Chrift  blufti'd  in  bio 
He  clos'd  his  eyes,  to  fhew  us  God, 
Let  all  the  wotld  fall  down  and  know, 
That  none  but  God  ?ucYv\on^  ^wiX^^ 


(  «59  ) 

I  fin  and  foffowwound'your  foiil? 
•balm  of  Chrift  Will  make  you  whole ; 
grace  but  alk  and  'twill  be  given, 
I  raife  and  turn  your  hell  to  heav'n. 

}nd'roas  Jefus !  greatefl:  King  ! 
world  doth  with  thy  triumphs  ring ; 
1  conqtidr*ft  all  beneath,  above. 
Is  with  force  and  then  with  love. 

hce  ril  be  for  ever  join'd, 
)f  my  heart,  joy  of  thy  mind ; 
ice  I'll  think,  of  thee  Til  boift, 
>  fav'd  tht  world  wont  fee  me  loft. 


Y    M    N      CCXXIII L.M. 

DRD  Jefus,  fountain  of  my  life, 
Sole  comfort  in  this  ftage  of  ftrife ; 
rav'lling  by  this  worldly  Inn, 
.  with  the  load  of  felf  iand  (in. 

journey's  hard,  the  path  is  ftraight, 
ch  leads  to  bleffed  Sion's  gate  ; 
land  I  came  from  and  had  loft, 
im  refining  at  thy  coft  ! 

lefcrt  oft  IremWes  by  the  way^ 
flefh  is  faint  or  ram  aftray : 
longfVi^  Cpltit  cries  in  me, 
,  hSh,  and  bring  me  Jiome  to  thee* 


(  26o  ) 

4  Support  me  by  thy  bitter  <]eath, 
When  I'm  to  yield  my  dying  breath ; 
Thy  bloody  fweat  my  cordial  be, 
Thy  bonds  procure  my  liberty.' 

5  The  ftrokes  upon  thy  back  and  face, 
Mv  fears  and  marks  of  fm  crafe ; 

Thy  fliame,  reproach  and  thorny  crown^ 
Thcfc  be  my  glory  and  renown* 

6  Thv  third  and  naufeous  draught -of  gall 
Refrcfh  my  foul  in  ev.*ry  thrall;  . 
Thine  agony,  ihy  dying  breath 
Redeem  me  from  eternal  death. 

7  Thy  five  dear  wounds  torn  wide  for  me, 
Mv  rock-holes  and  my  refuge  be, 
Where  like  a  dove  I  may  withdraw, 
Safe  from  the  hellifh  vulture's  claw. 

8  Thy  crofs  fhall  be  my  ftafFin  life; 
Thy  grave  my  place  of  reft  from  ftrife. 
Thy  napkin  and  thy  winding  (heet, 
Shall  bind  my  hod,  breaft,  hands  and  feet. 

f)  Unto  my  heart,  when  fpeech  I  want. 
The  utterance  of  thy  Spirit  grant: 
And  grant  my  foul  to  heav'n  may  rife, 
When  death  and  darknefs  feals  my  eyes. 

lo  "  hy  farewell  words  I'll  make  my  own: 
•  Thy  death  did  for  my  fins  atone: 
Ope*  wide  the  gales  of  hcav'niy  grace^ 
Wh^n  1  coucWdc  m>/  C\itv^\wi\^s»*        ^' 


(26l) 


Y    M    N      CCXXIY. 

',  thus  with  grief  oppreft,  my  heart, 
oil  thou  with  Infidels  the  fmart 
of  worldly  care  ? 
in  God,  who  cares  for  thee, 
:ns  thy  neceflity. 

)t  leave  thee  comfortlefs, 
the  depth  of  thy  diftrefs;  ^ 

v'ns  and  earth  are  his  ! 
reator  of  us  all  . 
ly  wants  and  hears  thee  call. 

the  dealer  bf  my  lot ! 
lee,  forfake  me  not, 
ature  and  thy  child  : 
leap  of  fillhy  duft, 
hy  fmiles  all  comfort's  loft. 

s  boaft  is  in  his  hoard, 

is  in  the  living  Lord; 

re  I  bear  contempt, 

I  never  will  recant: 

s  in  God,  fhall  never  want. 

dly  pomp  I  glad  forbear  : 
it  me  but  the  meaneft  fharc 
thou  haft  procured, 
>ft  bitrer  death  and  tomby 
itcs  the  jays  to  come* 


20«     1 
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wounds  updh'itiy  h«ait  iitfmfy, 
ought  fhall  that  dear ftattlpefFace. 

at  my  heut,  which  open  ilimds^ 

[ay  catch  each  drop,  that  torturing  pain 

I'd  by  my  fins,  wrung  from  thy  hands,- 

ny  feet,  thv  head,  thy  ev'ry  vein  : 

:  ilili  iky,  D'reaft^  may  heave  M^th  fighs, 

tears  of  love  overflow  my  eyes. 

^t  I  as  a  little  child 
ay  foHo^  iHfcc,nor  ever  reft^ 
fweetty  thbti  haft' p6at*d  thy  mild 
nd  lowly  itiind  into  nhfy  brb^ft.': 
may  we  everparted'He 
thou  O  Lord  doft  dwell  in  me. 

aw  me,  Saviour,  after  thce^ 

>  fhall  I  run  and  never  tire  : 

1  gracious  words  ftill  comfort  me ; 

5  thou  my  hope,  my  fole  delire, 

me  from  evVy  weight :  nor  fear, 

fin  can  come*if  thou  art  herr.- 

1  all  eternity  with  love 
nchangcable^thou  haft  mfe  view'd ; 
knew  this  beating  heart  to  move, 
ly  tender  mcrc'esme  purfu'd. 
:  with  me  may  they  abide, 
clofe  me  in  on  cVery  fide,  r 

iff  niag  be  thy  love  my  peace, 

I  weakneis  be  thy  Jove  my  poW^Y  \  . 


> 


i  «64  ) 

And  when  the  dorms  of  life  fhall  ceafc, 

Jefus,  in  that  important  hour ; 
In  death  as  life  be  thou  my  guide, 
And  fave  me,  who  for  me  had  dy'd. 


HYMN       CCXXVI. 

TTie  Hymn  of  St.  Ambrofe, 

OGod,  we  praife  thee,  and  we  own 
Thee  the  Almighty  Lord  alone. 
All  the  whole  earth  doth  worfhip  thee. 
Thou  Father  of  eternity. 
To  thee  all  angels  loudly  cry, 
The  hcav'ns  and  all  the  powers  on  high ; 
Cherubs  and  Seraphins  proclaim 
And  cry  thrice-holy  to  thy  name ; 

Holy  is  our  Lord  God, 

Holy  is  our  Lord  God, 

Holy  is  our  Lord  God, 

The  Lord  of  Sabaoth ! 

With  fplendor  of  thy  glory  fpread, 
Is  earth  and  heav'n  repleniihed. 
The  ^poftles  glorious  company, 
The  prophets  fellowfhip,  praife  thee. 
The  noble  and  viftorious  hoft 
Of  martyrs  do  thy  praifes  boaft. 
The  holy  church  throughout  the  earth 
Acknowledge  and  extol  thy  worth, 
The  Father's majcfty  unknown; 
GiHl  Son  his  revelation ; 


(  255  )' 

Alfo  the  Holy  Ghoft,  from  whom, 
As  the  fole  fpring,  our  comforts  come 

O  Chrift,  thou  glorious  King,  we  own 

Thee  to  be  God's  eternal  Son, 

Thou,  undertaking  in  our  room,    > 

Didft  not  abhor  the  Virgin's  womb* 

The  pains  of  death  o'ereome  by  thee, 

Made  heav'n  to  all  believers  free. 

At  God's  pight-hand  thou  haft  thy  fcat^ 

And  in  thy  Father's  glory  great ; 

And  we  believe  the  day's  decreed. 

When  thou  fhalt  judge  both  quick  and  dead. 

Promote,  we  pray,  thy  fervant's  good,. 
Redeem'd  wiih  thy  moft  precious  blood  ; 
Among  thy  faints  make  them  afcend 
To  glory  that  (hall  never  end. 
Thy  people  with  falvation  crown, 
Blefs  thofe,  O  God,  that  are  thine  own : 
Govern  thy  church,  and  Lord,  advance 
For  ever  thine  inheritance. 

From  day  to  day,  O  Lord,  do  vfc 
Highly  exalt  and  honour  thee. 
Thy  name  we  worfhip  and  adore 
World  without  end  for  evermore. 
Vouchfafe,  O  Lord,  we  humbly  pray, 
To  keep  us  fafe  from  fin  this  day. 
O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us  all ; 
Have  mercy  on  us  when  we  call. 
Thy  mercy,  Lord,  to  us  difpenfe 
According  to  our  confidence. 


(.  266  ) 

Lord,  we  have  put  our  traft  in  theCi' 
Confounded  let  us  never  be* 


HYMN      CCXXVII. C.M. 

Taken  from  the  Liturgy  of  the  Church  ofEt^^ 

1  /^OME  Holy  Ghoft,. eternal  Gody 
V^     Proceeding  from  above. 
Both  from  the  Father  and  the  Sonj- 

The-  God  of  peace  and  love* . 

2  y  iiit  our  minds,  and  into  us 

Thy.heav'nly  grace  infpire, . 
That  for  all  truth  and  godlineis  ^ 
We  may  have  true  defire. 

3  Thou  art  the  very  Comforter . 

In  all  difttefs  and  griefs; 
The  heavenly  gift  of  God  moft  highj . 
Which  no  tongue  can  exprefs : 

4  The  fountain  and  the  living  fpring 

Or  joy  celeftial, 
The  fire  fo  bright,  the  love  fo  fweet, 
And  un6lion  fpiritual. 

5  Thou  in  thy  gifts  art  manifold, 

Whereby  Ch rift's  church  doth  ftand; 
In  faithful  hearts  writing  thy  law, 
The  finger  of  God  ^kwid% 


(  ^^T  ) 

cofdini^  to  thy  promife  inadey . 
Thou  givcft  Ipeech  with  grace, 
lat  thro'  thy  jpbw'r  the  praife  of  God^ 
Maiy  found  in>eveiy.  place* 

Holy  Ghoft  into  our  fouls 
Send  down  thy  hcav'nly  light: 
ndlc  our  hearts  with  fcrycnt  love, . 
To  ferv«  God  day  and  night. 

ur  weaknefs  (Irengthen  and  confirm^ 
Which  feeble  is  and  frail; 
lat  neither  devil,  world,  norEefh^  . 
Againft  us  may  prevail. 

ur  enemies  put  far  from  us, 

And  grant  us  to  obtain 

:ace  in  our  hearts  with  God  andman^ 

And  we  wilt  blefs  thy  name. 

0  usfuch  plenty  of  thy  grace. 
Good  Lord  \  grant  us  we.  pray, 

hdt  thou  may 'ft  be  our  Comforter ; 
At  the  laft  dreadful  day* 


I    Y    M    N       CCXXVIII L.  M. 

Another* 

^  OME  Holy  Ghoft,  our  fouls  infpirc, 
-^  And  lighten  with  celeftial  fire  : 
^ou,  the  anointing  =Spirit  art, 
bo  doA  thy  /cv'n-/oid  gifts  impait* 


(  268  ) 

2^  Thy  bleffcd  unftion  from  above 
Is  comfort,  life,  and  fire  of  love: 
Enlighten  with  perpetual  light 
The  dulnefs  of  our  blinded  fight. 

3  Anoint  and  chear  our  foiled  face 
With  the  abundance  of  thy  grace : 
Keep  far  our  foes  give  peace  at  home  : 
Where  thou  art  guide  no  ill  can  come* 

4  Teach  us  to  know  the  Father,  Son, 
And  thee  of  both  to  be  but  one : 
Praiie  to  thy  eternal  merit, 
Father,  Son  and  Holy  Spiriti 


HYMN       CCXXIX. 

Another* 

1  /^OME,  Holy  Ghoft !  come  Lord  our  God 
V^  Spread  faith  and  love  divine  abroad ; 
A':d  fill  thy  longing  pcople*s.minds 

With  precious  gifts  of  fundry  kinds, 
O  Lord  thro'  the  blcft  crols's  pow*r 
Thou  to  the  faith  haft  gathered  o'er, 
A  flock  from  ev'ry  tongue  and  jilace: 
That,  Lord,  be  lung  unto  thy  praifc. 

2  Thou  light  of  glory,  gracious  Lord  ! 
JRevive  us  bv  thy  holy  word, 
And  teach  thy  flock  m \iultv to  call 

OxJ  God  the  Father  o£u%iV\»  , 


(    2%   ) 
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errors  far  remove, 
e  us  always  by  thy  love, 
eeping  clofe  to  Jefu's  path, 
1  other  guides  of  faith. 

at  dilpenlerof  that  love, 
nt  redemption  from  above, 
5  faith  and  cor.ftancy, 
icr  fin  and  yield  to  thee  : 
y  thine  Almighty  grace, 
s  lb  to  run  our  race, 
from  bands  of  fin  kept  free, 
a  bled  eternity. 


\ 


M    N      CCXXX. C.M. 

•LD  the  loving  Son  of  God 
•eich'd  out  upon  a  tree, 
m  fhedding  forth  his  blood 
of  you  and  me. 

myftery  is  this! 
il'd  Immanuel  view : 
li  he  left  his  realms  of  blifs 
;d  for  me  and  you! 

lis  body  rack'd  with  pains, 
rung  with  keeneft  fmart, 
jvs  the  blood  out  of  his  veins, 
orn  with  grief  his  heart? 


K\V 


(  a/o  ) 

4  All  righteoufnefs  did  he  fulfil) 

No  (in  did  ever  know, 
He  never  thought  nor  a6hed  ill-; 
Why  was  he  wounded  fo  ? 

5  Alas!  I  know  thereafon  why  : 

Our  num'rous  iins  he  bore, 
This  caus'd  his  bitter  agony, 
This  wounded  him  (o  fore. 

6  But  hence  our  confidence  begins; 

For  we  may  boldly  fay, 
That  thufi  by  beanng  all  our  fins. 
He  took  them  all  away. 

7  Our  "God  is  fully  reconcird, 

Our  God  is  fatisiy'd : 
Each  itriner  now  may  be  his  child, 
Since  Jefus  bled  and  dy*d. 

8  How  highly  God  his  death  did  prize, 

No  finntr's  tongue  can  tell; 
It  was  a  pleafing  facrifice, 
How  Iwectly  did  it  Imell  ? 

g  Come  then  each  needy  (inner  cotne : 
If  you'll  accept  he'll  give; 
But  let  him  and  he*ll  lead  you  home ; 
Whoever,  thirfts,  may  live. 


HYN 
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'    M    N     CCXXXI L.M. 

^y  that  gentle  touch  of  thine 
ich  doth  our  fouls  to  thee  incllQe, 
nakes  us  tafle  how  good  thou  ajt| 
ens  and  in(lru6):s  the  heart. 

•  how  grefat  worth  is  this  ? 
all  thread  th^t  leads  to  blifs ; 
ngs  may  we  ftill  attend, 
;kly  follow  to  the  end. 

:d  ftie  man  who  turns  away^ 
Inot  with  his  Saviour  Huay^ 
:hed  ht  who  flrait  grow»  proud, 
ird  fweetTieis  onoe  hcftow'd* 

ill  be  built  ai.  living  flones 
ft  the  rock,  and  only  they, 
ave  to  him  as  little*  ones, 
nt  wait  and  (oon  obey. 


1 


M    N    CCXXXII. CM. 

U  friend  of  finners!  hear  my  cry, 
.nd  grant  me  »ny.  req  jcfl, 
thy  wound>  1  now  may  find 
'erlaliing  rell» 


( ^72  ; 

'here  is  no  happinefs  or  peace^ 
Thar  can  be  found  elfewhere; 
In  them  alone  my  life  Pll  feek, 
In  them  thy  love  declare  I 

May  I  no  more  rcfift  thy  love. 
No  more 'thy  Spirit  grieve, 

But  asd  little  child  become, 
And  fimply  thee  believe. 

4  Faith  is  thy  gift,  my  dear  eft  Lord, 

Thou  haft  pui  chafed  it  for  mc; 
Therefore  a  fmner's  right  1  claim. 
Which  is  to  worfliip  thee. 

5  To  worfhip  thee  who  haft  redeemed . 

Sinners  from  endleis  pain, 
That  they  might  know  no  other  theme, 
But  that  a  Lamb  was  ilain* 

6  Imprefs  then  deeply  on  my  breift 

'i  his  truth,  that  thou  ka/l  ditd^ 
That  in  thy  wounds  with  confidence 
I  ever  may  abide. 


HYMN     CCXXXIIL. 


'J 


ESUS  each  blind  and  trcmb*ling 
Let  thy  foft  voice  perfuadc. 
In  all  didrefsto  come  to  thee 
We  need  nQt\)c  ^^i3Ad% 


(  ^78  ) 

our  gncf  ?  whatever  Cm 
difference  it  makes:) 
forgiven  thro'  that  blood 
1  fpilled  ft  forouT  fakes. 

slicf  the  fin  we  feel  ? 
»ve  all  vice  accurfl) 
len  thou  dtedft  for  all  fins, 
t  didft  include  the  worfl. 

*«  which  bitter  is  indeed, 
ok  thy  love  when  known  ? 
Ki  a  gentle  Matter  art, 
Mrilt  the  weak  difown* 

o'erwhelm'd  with  thought  and  care^ 
forrow  feiz'd  our  breaft  ? 
s  a  ihame  it  fhould  be  fo, 
bou  wilt  give  us  reft. 

uncertain  what's  the  cafe, 
eel  we  are  not  right  ? 
:d  but  lay  our  heart  'fore  thee, 
lildlike  in  thy  fight* 


mm 


M    N    CCXXXIV. CM. 

Jefus,  look  on  me  thy  child, 
VVho  am  both  weak  and  faint : 
are  thine,  then  take  thy  own, 
nake  a  wretch  a  faint. 


(  274  ) 

2  Cleanfe  me  and.  wafh  me  in  thy  bloody 

Then  only  thine  1*11  be  ; 
Create  me  thine,  and  I  will  have 
No  'other  Lord  but  thee. 

3  Take  my  poor  hean  juft  as  it  is, 

Set  up  therein  thy  throne; 
So  (hall  I  love  thee  above  all 
And  live  to  thee  alone, 

4  Remember,  Lor^  when  thou  didft  hang 

And  die  upon  the  tree. 
For  whom  were  all  thy  wounds  and  pains. 
But  for  the  world  and  me  ? 

5  Compleat  thy  work,  and  crown  thy  graces 

That  I  may  faithful  prove, 
And  iif^en  to  that  fmall  dill  voice, 
Which  only  whifpers  love. 

6  Which  teaches  me  what  is  thy  will, 

Which  tells  me  what  to  do; 
Which  covers  me  with  fhame,  when  I 
Do  not  thy  will  purfue, 

7  This  unftion  may  I  ever  feel, 

This  teaching  from  my  Lord, 
And  learn  obedience  to  thy  voice, 
Thy  loft  reviving  word. 


HYP 
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HYMN      CCXXXV,. L,M. 

1  /^  Bride !  behold  thy  Bridegroom  hang* 
V^  Upon  a  crofs  in  keeneft  pangs; 
Can  there  be  mentioned  an)^  fmart 
Which  is  not  felt  within  his  heart  ? 

■%  He  hangs  quite  naked,  comfortlefsi 
AfHi3:edy  griey'd,  in  fore  diftrefs ; 
Deep  wounds  xure  feen  from  head  to  foot, 
And  none  are  lound  to  bind  them  up. 

8  His  loving  eyes  one  knows  no  mpre,  • 
Difguis'd  fo  by  his  bloody  gore. 
Quite  dim  and  broken  by  the  pain : 
Sharp  thorns  his  forehead  does  fuftain. 

4  His  members  far  afunder  drawn. 

His  mouth  does  gafp,  jaw-fallen  yawn  ;• 

His  gracious  lips  once  lovely  red, 

Are  pale,  befmear'd  with  gall,  and  dead. 

g  Obferve,  O  Bride !  behold  and  fee, 
This  all  is  done  to  the  green  tree ! 
What  then  tauft  thou  expcft  ?  I  pray  \ 

Who*rt  a  dry  tree,  polluted  clay. 

6  Yet  fear  not,  fmce  his  blood  was  fpilt 
To  walh  a  way  thy  fin  and  guilt; 
He  bows  to  kifs  thee  as  his  bride, 
Aad  likes  to  have  thee  near  his  (idc« 

Sa  n^^ 


(  a76  ) 

7  Go  on  in  peace,  refemble  him 
In  (pirity  foul,  and  ev'iy  limb ; 
And  be,  as  it  befeems  thy  faith^ 
Conformed  to  his  ftripes  and  death* 


HYMN      CCXXXVL 

1  T   ORD  thine  imagine  thou  haft  lentaNy 
t  ^     In  thy  never  &ding  love  ; 

When  I  £ell,  yet  thou  haft  Tent  me 

Full  redemption  from  above : 
Sacred  Love  1  h>ng  to  be 
Thine  to  all  eternity. 

2  Love !  to  blefs  thou  haft  ordained  . 

Me,  e'er  I  began  to  be ; 
God  of  love  thou'ft  not  difdained 

To  become  a  man  like  me : 
Love  Almighty  and  divine 
1  would  be  for  ever  thine, 

3  Love  !  thou  haft  for  me  endured 

All  the  pains  of  death  and  hell : 
Love  1  whofe  fufl'ring.s  have  proctifed 

More  for  me  than  tongue  can  tell : 
Sacred  Love  I  long  to  1^ 
Thine  to  all  eternity. 


^h9^ 


(  *77  ) 

ve  i  my  life,  and  my  falvation,. 
Ligkt  wnd  truth,  eternal  word  ! 
ou  alone  doft  confolation      ^ 
Vo  xMf  ^skbag  Ibial  afford : 
«^e  Almighty  and  divine 
rould  be  for  ever  thine, 

thybleffcd  yokethou'rt  tying' 
^e  with  cords  of  grace  and  love; 
:^ile  my  heart  is  ever  erying, 
^ay  I  true  and  faithfbl  prove] 
:i-ed  Love  I  long  to  be 
ine  to  all  eternity^ 

^t !  who  wilt  for  ever  love  me,. 
"  nterceflbr  for  my  foul ! 
rio  fuftain'ft  me,  light  and  heavy,, 
^n  thy  prieftly  bread  and  roll:, 
^e  Almighty  and  divine 
'ould  be  for  ever  thine. 

(^e  !  who  wilt  hereafter  raife  me- 
Trom  the  grave  and  bed  of  dull ; 
^e  !  whofe  final  zeal  arrays  me 
(Vith  a  garland  'mong  the  ju^i- 
:red  Love  I  long  to  be 
ine  to  all.  eternity^ 


%  »YM» 
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HYMN     CCXXXVU. 

1   TA  BAREST  Jcfus,  come  to  me^ 
JL/  And  abide  eternally; 
Worthy  friend  of  finners  come, 
Fill  and  make  my  heart  thy  owd» 

St  Often  times  for  thee  litgh. 
Nothing  elfe  can  give  me  joy  t 
This  is  ftill  my  cry  to  thee,  ,   ' 

Deared  Jefus  come  to  me, 

3  Could  I  clearly  fee  above, 
What  'hy  faints  poffefs  in  love  ; 
All  would  be  but  mifery, 
Except  Jefus  was  with  me i 

4  Son  of  God,  my  deareft  Lord, 
Thou'rt  my  crown,  and  my  reward  : 
Lamb,  who  flaughter'd  waft  for  me, 
Shalt  alone  my  Bridegroom  be. 


HYMN    CCXXXVIIL L.M: 

J   TV  yT^  ^ou\  before  thee  proftrate  lies, 
JLVX  To  thee  her  fource  my  fpirit  flies; 
O  Jet  thy  chearing  couTvtfi\Atvc€.  (Kine 
On  th  is  poor  mouiivf  uV  \v^m\.  o^  xavxva* 
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mis'ry's  depth  I  ciy, 
Saviour  let  me  die : 
ly  exccflive  pain 
I'up  nor  rife  again. 

ifafe  my  heart  and  will 
;ek  lowlinefs  to  fill ; 
s's  bonds,  and  let  me  fee 
:hou  free'ftj  indeed  is  free, 

thee,  andin  thy  ways 

:  from  thy  prefence  ftrays  ; 

ifl  deeper  unk  in  thee, 

3  firm  from  wand'ring  frcc^ 

nought  wc  have,  avails, 
flrengjth  and  wifdom  fails;, 
inful  heart,  be  clean  ? 
hou,  fupreme  of  men ! 

know  thy  tender  love, 
didfl  unfaithful  prove ;. 
[  find  in  thee, 
1  fin  to  fet  me  free^ 

ong  and  wait  for  thee^.  '     ' 

ight  the  light  I  fee ; 
thy  good  time  appear, 
y  foul  from  ev'ry  fnare; 

fchemes  and  felf-defi^ns. 
2r  will  refign  ; 
deeply  on  my  brcaftj, 
thee  already  bleft,. 

s  4  5;m>w« 


(  i9»  ) 
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9  When  my  defires  I  fix  on  thee^ 
And  plunge  me  in  thv  mercy'i  fea  ;: 
Thy  imiling  face  my  heart  perceives^ 
Sweetly  reTrefh'd  in  fafety  lives. 

10  So  ev'tiin  ftorms  I  thee  fluU  fin^ 
My  fure  fuppoxt  my  guardian  kind;^ 
And  I  from  age  to  age  (hall  prove 
And  feal  this  truth^that  Gi>d  IS  lovc» 


HYMN      CCXXXIX. UlL 

1   QHALL  I  for  fear  of  feeble  man, 
O  Thy  Spirit's  work  in  me  reftrain? 
Or  undifmayM  in  deed  or  word 
Be  a  true  witnefsto  my  Lord  ? 

a  Aw'd  by  a  mortal's  frown,  fhall  I 
Conceal  the  word  of  God  moft  high  ? 
How  then  before  thee  (hall  I  dare 
To  (land,  or  how  thy  anger  bear  ? 

2  Shall  I,  to  footh  th'  unholy  throng, 

Soften  thy  truths,  and  fmooth  my  tongue  T 
To  gain  earth's  gilded  toys,  or  flee 
The  CTofs  endur'd,  my  God,  by  thee  t 

4  What  then  is  he,  whofc  fcorn  I  dread, 
Whofe  wrath  or  hate  makes  me  afraid  ? 
A  man !  an  heir  of  death^  a  (lave 
To£tD,  a  bubble  oa  Oi«  NfikNt\ 


^ 
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a  rage !  fincc  thou  wilt  fpre^di 
ing  wings  around  my  hcad.:^ 
pain  thy  tender  love 
'  (Wcct  refrefliment  prove, 

len  t  thy  fearching  eye 
iamofl;  thoughts  difery  : 
on  enrth  my  wiihes  mife^ 
d's  hvQUM  OS  its  pr«ifo*< 

Chrift  do^s  me  eonftrain 
y;«qd'r4ng  fouls  of  men  ; 
entreaties,  tears,  to  favci 
em  fr^m  the  gaping  gravc#. 

men  revile  my  name ; 
iiun,  J  fear  no  fliame : 
roachy  and  welcome  pain  i' 
rrors,.  Lord,  rcftrain.  > 

blood  I  here  prefent, 
ath  they  may  be  fpent : 
v'reign  council.  Lord! 
done,,  thy  name  ador'd  ! 

y  ftrength,  O  God  qf  power ! 
inds  blow,  and  thunders  loar^ 
il  witnefs  will  I  be  : 
I  €an  do  all  thro'  thee* 


a^i&^ 
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HYMN     CCXL. ^I^M.. 

Sing  thQ  God,  whofe  tender  love 
Caus'd  him  to  leave  his  throne 'abov^ 
To  dwell  with  finful  worms  helow^ 
And  fave  them  from  eternal  woe^ 


A  On  fallen  men  he  cad  his  eye, 
In  depths  of  mis*ry  faw  them  lie  |- 
Pity *d  their  ftate,  refolv'd  to  come^ 
And  fuficr  freely  in  their  room, 

^  A  mortal  body  he  affum'd, , 

Bled,  groan'd,  anddy'd,  and  was entomb'd ; 
At  length  the  work  thus  finiOied^ 
In  triumph  left  his  dufty  bed; 

4  To  heav'ns  bright  realms  he  took  his  flighty 
Beyond  the  reach  of  our  weak  fight ; 
There  pleads  with  God  for  mortal  men, 
From  thence  in  pomp  will  come  again. 

5  To  him  who  has  the  purchafe  made. 
Immortal  honours  muft  be  paid : 
The  glory  of  the  Saviour's  name, 

My  tongue  in  grateful  fongs  proclaim*. 


hym^ 


(2«3; 


H   .Y    M    N      CCXLI.- ^L.M. 

'  T  THEN  I  ftirvey  the  wondrous  crofs 
ir  V  -    €>h  which  the  Prince  of  glory  dicdi 
[y  richeft  gain  I  count  but  lofs^ 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pridb.. 

>rbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  fliould  boa  (I, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Chriflr  my  G.od : 

11  the  rain  things  that  charm'dfme  moft,. 
I  facrifice  them  to  his  blood* 

ee  from  his  head,  his  hands  and  feet. 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  T 

lid  e'er  fuch  love  and'  fbrrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compofe  fo  fwect  a  crown  ? 

[is  dying  crimfon,  like  a  robe, 
Spread  o'er  his  body  on  the  tree  ;. 

'hen  am- 1  dead  to  all  the  globe. 
And  all  the  globe  is  dead  to  me. 

VTere  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine^ 
That  were  a  prefent  far  too  fmall; 

x>ve  fo  amazing  fo  divine, 
Demands  my  foul,  my  life,  my  all. 


^X^ILU 


i 
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HYMN      CCXLII.P— L.  M. 

1  /^U^  fpirits  join  t^  adore  the  Lamib ; 
V>/     O  that  our  feeble  lips  could  movH: 
In  drains  immortal  aa  his  name. 
And  meltin^^at  his  dying  love  I 

a  Was  ever  equal  pity  found  ?  . 

The  Prince  of  life  reiigns  his  breathy 
And  pours  his  life  out  on  the  ground^. 
To  ranfom  rebels  doom'd  to  death* 

3  Rebels,  we  broke  our  Maker^s  laws^ 

He  from  the  threatnings  fet  us  free^ 
Bore  the  full  vengeance  on  his  crofs, 
And  nail'd  the  curfes  to  the  tree.. 

4  The  law  proclaims  no  terror  now, 

And  Sinai's  thunder  roars  no  more; 
From  all  his  wounds  new  blefhngs  floWy. 
A  fca  of  joy  without  a  (hore, 

Q  Here  we  may  wafli  our  deeped  dains. 

And  heal  our  wounds  with  heav'nly  blooi-J 
Bled  fountains  fpringing  from  the  veins 
Of  Jeius  our  incarnate  God. 

6  In  vain  car  mortal  voices  drive 
Jo  1      ik  companion  fo  divine : 
Had  wc  a  thoafand  lives  to  ^ive, 
A  fhouiand  lives  ftiOu\d  i\X\i^  ^\iv^.  . 


(l**) 


■**• 


^m^a^ 


HYMN       CCXLIII. CM. 

^EHOLD  the  Saviour  of  the  world 
3     fiabrtt'd  wttk  fweat  and  gore, 
Kpiring  on  that  ihameful  crofs, 
where  he  our  ferrows  bore ! 

^paffion  for  lofl:  human  race 
Brought  down  God's  only  Son, 

Novell  la  fleflu  his  radiant  face, 
And  for  their  (ins -atone. 

^o^cah  to  love  his  name  forbear 

That  of  his  fuiferings  hears, 
^nd  finds  the  ranfom  of  his  ibul. 

Was  blood  as  well  as  (ears  ? 

^y  facred  blood,  thou  Son  of<yod  ! 
AVhich  ran  from  many  a  wound ; 
lien  earth's  and  helPs  malicious  pow'^rs 
•All  comp^fs'd  thee  around : 

ll  death*s  pale  enfigns  o*er  thy  cheeks 
And  trembling  lips  were  fpread ; 
ll  lisht  forfook  thy  dying  eyes, 
And  life  thy  drooping  head* 

y  for  thy  torments  we  receivet 
Life  in  thy  death  have  found, 
>r  the  reproaches  of  thy  crofs. 
Shall  be  with  gl^nry  ciown'd* 


•jll^vf 


(  «8fi  ) 

7  May  we  a  grateful  fenfe  retatp 
Of  thy  redeeming  love  I 
And  live  below  likerhofe  that  hope 
To  live  with  thee  above  ! 


HYMN       CCXLIV. S.M. 

2       T  MMORTAL  praife  be  giv'n, 
X  And  glory  in  the  Higheft, 
To  th'  God  of  peace  who  fent  from  heav^a 
His  own  beloved  Chriil. 

2  Him  a  (in<rofFenng  made 
For  Adam's  guilty  fons; 

Our  preffing  crimes  upon  him  laid, 
For  which  his  blood  atones. 

3  Such  torments  he  endur'd, 
As  none  e'er  felt  before, 

That  joy  and  blifs  might  be  fccur'd 
To  us  for  evermore. 

4  Hurry *d  from  bar  to  bar, 
With  blows  and  fcofTs  abus*d ; 

Revird  by  Herod's  mtn  of  war, 
With  Pilate's  fcourges  bruis*d. 

5  His  fweet  and  rev'rend  face 
With  fpittle  all  profan'd  ; 

That  vifage,  full  of  heav*nly  grace, 
With  his  own  blood  dv^b^va'd. 


^^N5«i> 


(  *87  ) 

Stretch'd  on  the  cruel  tree. 
He  ble^,  and  groan'd,  and  cry'd? 
idin  a  motul  agony 
Langiiifli'd  a  while  and  died. 

But  dying  left  a  wound 

On  the  old  ferpent's  head, 

r  which  no  cure  can  ne'er  be  found; 

And  foon  rofe  from  the  dead : 

Then  did  to  -heav'n  afcend. 
That  we  might  thither  go, 
/here  love  and  praifes  have  no  end, 
Wheie  joys  no  changes  know. 


HYMN      CCXLV C.  M. 

^  Jefu,  Jefu,  my  good  Lord ! 
-/     How  wonderful's  thy  love^ 
iy  patience,  pity,  tendernefs, 
\^hiGh  I  each  moment  prove. 

It  oh  !  liow  faithlefs  is  my  mind. 
How  apt  to  turn  alide, 
dd  wander  in  its  own  deceits, 
Of  reafonings  and  pride ! 

ow  does  the  old  corruption  drive, 
And  fight  to  reign  again  ; 
ire  there's  not  fuch  a  heart  as  mine 
In  all  ihy  croffcs  train. 


A^^^ 


•  <  a88  }      ' 

^  Yet,  dearefl:  Saviour,  love  me  ftitl. 
The  pooreft  and  the  worft ; 
For  well  I  know,  where  fin  aboand% 
Thy  grace  aboundeth  moft. 

g  Yet  let  me  not  thy  grace  abufc^. 
And  fin  becaufe  thouVt  ^eod  $ 
But  let  thy  love  £11  me  with  (haifi^ 
That  I  have  it  withfteod. 

6  On  me,  my  King,  exert  thy  pow'r, 

Make  old  things  pafs  away, 
Create  all  men,  and  draw  me  Aill, 
Still  nearer,  evVy  day. 

7  Saviour  of  dnners,  now  do  thisi 

Let  me  not  turn  away 
From  thy  dear  croTs  and  bleeding  woondlJ 
But  bind  me  there  to  ftay» 

8  Lord  fpeak  to  me  with  thy  fweet  voice, 

And  give  me  ears  to  hear : 

For  thou  my  Saviour  Jefus  art, 

Who  purchafed  me  lb  dear* 

^  I  praife  and  thank  thee  deared  Lamb, 
For  all  which  thou  haft  done^ 
Since  thou  dofl  take  me  as  I  am 
For  thy  redeemed  one. 


HYMN 
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Y    M    N      CCXLVI C.  M. 

•amb,  O  wounded  bleeding  Lamb 
My  heart's  athirft  for  thee, 
mts  and  gafps  for  thy  fweet  grace, 
i  moment  water  me. 

kfith  thy  tender  piercing  eyes, 
fearch  my  ev'ry  thought, 
t  the  turnings  of  my  heart ; 
L  on  the  worm  thou'Il  bought. 

aft  me  bought,  that  \  fhould  live, 
bring  forth  fruit  to  thee ; 
It  thy  Spirit  on  me,  Lord, 
I  may  faithful  be. 

my  wants  and  feeblenef^^ 

Saviour  here  I  am  ; 
wn  at  thy  bleeding  feet, 
1  (laughter'd  holy  Lamb  1 

unds  and  blood  revive  my  heart, 
jive  new  life  and  ftrength ; 
lought  can  fathom  thy  great  love, 
low  its  breadth  and  length  ? 

:hor  doth  my  foul  fupport, 
I  my  vile  heart  I  fee ; 
1  rayfelf  a  (inner  poor, 
ve  fo  cold  tVards  thee. 


(  »90  ) 

J  When  I'm  affaultcd  on  all  fides, 
By  a  whole  hoft  of  foes ; 
Thou  doft  not  jieavc  me  comfortlefs 
To  bear  thefc  heavy  blows. 

8  Thou  dod  permit  no  ftroke  in  vain; 

*Tis  with  a  loving  heart, 
Thou  dofl  rebuke  and  chaften  me. 
But  not  to  give  me  fmart. 

9  Then  deareft  Lamb,  move  not  thy  hand. 

Till  *tis  thy  gracious  will ; 
Finifh  thy  kind  defign  in  me, 
And  fin  deflroy  and  kill* 

10  I  am  thy  own,  for  thou  haft  bought 

Me  with  thy  deareft  blood; 
Since  I'm  fo  precious  in  thy  fight, 
Do  with  me  as  feems  good. 

11  Thou  haft  fo  juft  a  right  to  me, 

By  all  wh^ich  thou  haft  done ; 
I  have  no  claim  to  any  part. 
Body  and  foul  thou*ft  won. 


HYMN      CCXLVII. 

1   /^  Jefus,  the  poor  fmners  friend  ! 
V-/     Moft  wretched  fhould  I  be, 
Did  not  I  fee  thy  ftreaming  blood 
Flow  freely  unto  me. 


\^ 


(  fi9»  ) 

lould  be  fad  and  deep  diftrefi'd, 
md  could  not  be  reliev'dj 
en  weakncfs,  faintings,  f^izc.my  flefli, 
lach  part  opprefs'd  and  griev'd. 

howtranfccndent  is  that  grace, 

/hich  thou  doft  then  bcitow, 

en  nothing  in  mirfelf  I  feel,- 

ut  mifery  and  woel 

then  indeed,  my  gracious  Lord, 

s  riches  ftiine  fo  bright, 

lears  and  comforts  my  poor  foul 

/ith  its  mofl  glorious  light. 

vc  me,  Saviour,  give  me  ftill 
[y  poverty  to  know  : 
cafe  my  fc^ith,  each  day  in  grace 
nd  knowledge  may  I  grow : 
:n  ftili  more  the  myftcry      •  ^ 
If  thy  dear  wounds  and  crofi§^ 
I  for  this  precious  pearl  let  me  , 
ount  all  things  elfe  but  drofsk 


1  • 


HYMN     CCXLVIII. 

fRE AM  thro*  the  bottom  of  my  foul, 

Blood  of  the  Son  of  God  ! 
1  take  away  whate'cr  in  me 
lath  thee  lo  long  withftood : 

T  2  I^VMVV 


(  *9a  ) 

Drink  up  my  nature's  adive  fire. 
Drown  all  my  ufelefs  ftrifev; 

And  let  my  heart  for  nothing  third 
But  thee,  the  well  of  life. 

Here  let  me  drink,  for  ever  drink, 

Nor  ever  once  depart : 
For  what  1  tafle  makes  me  to  cry, 

"  Fix  at  this  fpring  my  heart  !'* 
Dear  Saviour,  thou  haft  feen,  how  6ft 

Pve  turnM  away  from  thee ; 
O  let  thy  work  renew 'd  to-day. 

Remain  eternally ! 


HYMN    CCXLIX, C.M. 

1  nPHE  mifl  before  my  eyes  remov'd, 

Jl.       With  wonder  flruck  I  lee, 
D'^ar  Lord,  the  black,  the  num*rouscrimc»> 
By  which  I've  grieved  thee. 

2  Thefe  were  the  unrelenting  foes. 

Which  made  thee  groan  and  cry; 
Which  made  ^-hee  (bed  thy  precious  blood, 
And  bow  thine  head  and  die. 

3  Thy  love  has  ihaw'd  my  frozen  hearty 

And  causM  my  tears  to  flow; 
/  now  ^bhor  that  monfter  fin, 
And  find  he  is  mv  ^oc.  ,  ,> 


(  293  J 

*dof  his  gaudy  trcach'rous  drefs,- 
ich  long  deluded  me, 
w  appears  in  his  true  (hape, 
ipleat  4^forinity. 

i\  looks  back,, and  views  the  weight 
►u,  fpotlcfs  Lamb,  didft  bear, 
to  the  painful,  Ihamcful  tree,- 
ed  in  open  air. 

jfts  her  guilt  was  done  away 
[ler  incarnate  God, 
'elt  t'  expiate  man's  ofFence-,  . 
(In  revenging  rod.  . 


:     Y    M    N       CCL L.M. 

E  Lord  of  life  exalted  (lands, 
Vloud  he  cries  and  fpreads  his  hands; , 
is  ten  thoufand  linners  round, 
:nds  a  voice,  from  ev'ry  wound. 

nd,  ye  thirfty  fouls,  dravy  near, 
fatiate  all  your  wiihes  here ! 
3ld^  the  living  fountain  flows 
reams  as  various  as  your  woes!  ^ 

mple  pardon  here  I  give, 
bid  the  fentenc'd rebel  live; 
V  him  my  Father's  fmiling  facc^ 
JodgG  him  in  his  dear  evrvbiace. 

T3  ^^\^W^ 


(  «94  ) 

4  Blefs'd  Saviour,  I  can  doubt  no  more ; 
I  hear,  and  wonder,  and  adore : 
Panting  I  feck  that  fountain  head, 
Whence  waters  fo  divine  proceed* 


HYMN      CCLI. CM. 

1  li  yf  Y  foul  (with  all  loft  Adam's  race) 
XVX     Lay  welt'ring  in  its  blood ; 
Covered  with  fhame)  and  deep  di^;ract^ 

And  banifh'dfar  from  God. 

2  The  loving  Jcfus  pa  (ling  by, 

His  bowels  yearn'd  to  fee. 
Me  out-caft  wretch  fo  helplefs  lie, 
In  deepeft  mifery. 

3  Inclined  to  mc  in  tendernefs, 

My  foul  he  would  relieve, 
My  heart  by  any  means  poffefs, 
He  faid,  Arife,  and  live, 

4  He  wafh*d  away  my  every  ftain 

Andcleans'd  me  in  his  blood  ; 
Deck'd  me  with  righteoufnefs  divine,. 
Andreconcird  to  God, 

5  My  heart  no  condemnation  fears, 

Nor  hell,  nor  Satan  dreads  ; 
Chrid  at  his  mercy  te^l  ai^^tw^ 
His  blood  my  paidon  ^W^^* 


(  295  ) 

s  offices,  his  names  of  grace» 
Signs  of  eternal  love) 
bears  for  me  with  open  face^ 
^hile  I  his  mercy  prpve. 

ainft  the  fierceft  pow'rs  of  hell, 
ie  is  my  fun  and  fhield ; 
Lthin  his  wounjds  I  fafely  dwell, 
ic  fights,  I  win  the  field. 

iking  himfelf  a  facrifice, 
Vly  bonds  and  chains  he  broke  ; 
w  to  my  willing  neck  he  ties, 
iis  foft  and  eafy  yoke. 

ife,  O  happy  foul,  arife, 
Rejoice  in  endlefs  blifs ; 
cn'd  the  gates  of  paradife 
jO  in  and  take  thy  place. 


HYMN     CCLII, L.M. 

CCORDING  to  my  ftate  on  earth, 
L.     Shall  my  declfive  fentence  be; 
ey  who  have  felt  the  fecond  birth, 
The  fecond  death  fhall  never  fee. 

t  if  from  hence  I  take  my  flight, 
^  captive  to  the  tyrant  fin ; 
ewell  to  ev'ry  chearing  light, 
\,  fcene  of  darknefs  muft  begin* 

T4  B:Xm\ 


\ 
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HYMN    CCLIII. CM. 

1 Q  WEET  was  the  hour  I  freedom  felt, 
O     To  call  my  Jefus  mine, 
To  fee  his  fmilins  face  and  melt 
In  pleafures  all  divine. 

2  Let  fools  a  heav'n  of  (hades  purfuCi 

But  I  for  fubftance  am  : 
The  heav'n  I  feek  is  likenefs  to^ 
And  vifion  of  the  Lamb. 

3  AfTure  my  confcience  of  her  part 

In  the  Redeemer's  hlood  ; 
And  bear  thy  witnefs  with  my  heart. 
That  1  am  born  of  God. 

4  Thou  an  theearneft  of  his  love, 

The  pledge  of  joys  to  come : 
May  thy  bieft  wings,  ccleftial  dove. 
Safely  convey  me  home. 


HYMN    CCLIV CM. 

THIS  was  companion  like  a  God, 
That  when  the  Saviour  knew 
The  price  of  pardon  was  his  bloody 
His  mercy  ne'er  wilYvdxc^N* 


( '297  ) 

2  He  fiink  beneath  our  heavy  woes,. 

To  raife  us  to  a  throne  : 
There's  hot  a  gift  his  hand  beftows^ 
But  cod  his  heart  a  groan, 

3  Now  tho'  he  reigns  exalted  high,^ 

His  love  is  ilill  as  great : 
Well  he  remembers  Calvary^ 
Nor  will  his  faints  forget. 

4  Here  we  receive  repeated  feals 

Of  Jefu's  dying  love : 
Hard  is  the  wretch  that  never  feels 
One  foft  affeftion  move, 

5  Here  let  our  hearts  begin  to  melt,. 

While  we  his  death  record ; 
And,  with  pur  joy  forpardon'd  guih, 
Mourn  that  we  pierc'd  the  Lord. 


HYMN      CCLV. 

SPIRIT  of  faith,  come  down, 
Reveal  the  things  of  God, 
And  make  us  to  the  Godhead  known. 
And  witnefs  with  the  blood  : 
'Tis  thine  the  blood  t'  apply, 
And  give  us  eyes  to  fee  ; 
Who  did  for  ev*ry  finner  die, 
Hath  fureJ/  died  for  mc. 


ifc^^ 


»      No  man  can  tnily  fay,  * 

That  Jefus  is  the  Lord, 
Unlefs  thou  take  the  veil  awaw^ 

And  breath  the  living  word : 

Then  only  then  we  feel 

Our  intereft  in  his  blood. 
And  cry  with  jcy  unfppakable, 

Thou  art  my  Lord  and  God» 

3  I  know  my  Saviour  lives, 
He  lives  who  died  for  me, 

My  inmoft  foul  his  voice  receives 
who  htnp  on  yonder  tree  : 
Set  forth  before  my  eyes 
Ev'n  now  I  fee  him  bleed, 

And  hear  his  mortal  groans  and  cries^. 
While  fufF*iing  in  my  ftead. 

4  O  that  the  world  might  know 
My  dear  atoning  Lamb  ! 

Spirit  of  faith,  defcend,  and  ftiew 

The  virtue  of  his  name ; 

The  grace  which  all  may  find, 

The  laving  power  impart, 
And  leftify  to  all  mankind, 

And  fpeak  in  every  heart. 

5  Infpire  the  living  faith, 
(Which  whofoc'er  receives 

The  witnefs  in  himfelf  he  hath,. 
And  confciouily  believes) 


(  ^99) 

fie  fa'ah  that  43onquers  all, 
ad  doth  the  mountains  move,, 
faves  whoever  on  JeTus  call, 
nd  perfe6ls  thena  in  loye. 


HYMN    CCLVt 

SUS,  fhall  I  never  be 
firmly  groundied  upon  thee  \ 
2r  hj  thy  work  abide, 
srin  thy  wounds  refide. 

how  wav'ring  is  my  mind, 
*d  about  with  ev*ry  wind ; 

how  quickly  doth  my  heart 
0  the  living  God  depart. 

c,  O  feek  me,  Lord,  again  ! 
not  al^l  thy  gifts  be  vain ; 
ifort  to  my  foul  reftore, 
le  and  never  leave  me  more* 

nt  that  every  moment  I 
^believe  and  feel  thee  nigh, 
faftly  behold  thy  face, 
>lifh'd  with  abiding  grace*. 

t,  and  root  and  fix  in  me 
the  mind  that  was  in  thee, 
led  peace  I  then  /hall  findj 
s  is  a  quiet  mincL. 


&^N\v« 


(  3^  ) 

6  When  it  doth  in  mc  appear, . 
I  (hall  nothing  covet  here ; 

I  (hall  cafl  the  world  behind, . 
Jefu's  is  an  hcav'nly  mind. 

7  Then  the  accurfed  luft  of  praife. 
Shall  in  me  no  more  have  place ; 
Pride  no  more  my  foul  (hdll  bind,. 
Jefu's  is  an  humble  mind. 

8  Anger  I  no  more  fhall  feeT^ 
'  Always  quiet,  always  ftill; 

Meekly  on  my  God  reclin'd, . 
Jefu'sis  a  gentle  mind. 


HYMN      CCLVII. 


1  /'^  Love  divine,  what  haft  thou  done ! 
V>/     The  immortal  God  hath  died  for  mel 
The  Father's  co-eternal  Son. 

Bore  all  my  (ins  upon  the  tree  ; 
The  immortal  God  for  me  hath  died  ! 
My  Lord,  my  Love,  is  crucify'd  ! 

2  Behold  him  !  all  ye  that  pafsb'y, 

The  bleeding  Prince  of  life  and  peace; 
Come  fee,  ye  worms,  your  Maker  die 

And  fay,  was  ever  grief  like  his: 
Come  feel  with  me  his  blood  applied, . 
My  Lcrd,  my  Love,  \^  ctvicv^Y^*-  ■ 
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rucified  for  me  and  you, 
!*o  bring  as  rebels  near  to  God, 
icvc,  believe  the  record  true, 
Ve  all  are  bought  with  Jefu's  blood: 
don  for  all  flows  from  his  nde^ 
Lord,  my  Love,  is  crucified. 

sn  let  us  fit  beneaih  his  crofs, 
^nd^gladly  catch  the  healing  ftream, 

things  for  him  account  but  loi's, 
\nd  give  up  all  our  hearfs  to  him; 
nothing  think,  or  fpeak  befide  : 

Lord,  my- Love,  i&  crucified ! 


1    Y    M    N       CCLVIIL L.  M. 

• 

NEAR  Saviour  hear  a  fmner's  prayV, 
J  To  my  neceflity  give  car ; 
a(h  me  in  thy  moft  precious  blood, 
al  my  fick  heart  by  that  warm  flood. 

il  my  affe6bions  to  thy  crofs ; 
^y  I  account  but  dung  anddrofs, 
I  that  is  (elf,  and  that  is  mine, 
^donly  to  thy  will  incline. 

le  fparks  inkindled  in  my  bread 
^w  to  a  flame ;  nor  may  I  reft 
ill  all  and  ev'ry  part  of  me, 
till'd  withpraifeand  love  to  thee. 


i^'^Vj 


May  I  for  ever  ttb  abide      .  .  ..'i:',:  < 
Within  the  nvowid of  tiijr  dbvfid^    'i 
Tbere  meditate  that  nvond^roos  199% 
Which  Wotight  thee  from  thy  thuoae  abf«^ 


5  My  Jefus  left  bis  heair'na^  and 
To  ranfom  finners  from  their  {hame. 
That  they  might  foel  their  ftna  iM||i!vV% 
Aod  find  in  him  their  peace  asd  iMavIn* 

6  His  peace  he  to  his  children  lefc^ 
When  of  his  life  he  was  bereit.i 
When  he  was  faften'd  to  the  tree,  . .  • 
Thofe  wounds  did  buy  that  peace  bm  me* 

7  Lordl  I  am  thine^  then  take  me  now. 
Low  at  thy  feet  my  foul  I  bow, 
Afbam'd  that  I  no  foorier  ran, '       - 
To  the  Saviour  of  loft  man.  ' 


H    Y    M'N*    CCLIX. C.I 

1  nPE  ACH  me  yet  more  of  thy  bleft  ^ 
X      Thou  (laughter'd  Lamb  of  God ! 
And  fix  and  root  me  in  the  grace  . 
So  dearly  bought  with  blood* 

s  O  tell  me  often  of  eatch  wound. 
Of  ev'ry  fmart  and  pain  ; 
And  let  my  heart  with  joy  confeis, 
from  hence  comt%  «\\  xw«j  ^w* 
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w  this,  O  may  I  fwcctly  count 
JVhate'cr  I  have  but  lofs  ; 
nd  cv*ry  name  and  ev'ry  thing, 
Compar'd  with  this,  but  drofs. 

ifwer  me,  O  thou  gracious  Lamb 
^hy  didft  thou  die  for  me  ? 
AjII  of  fin  and  void  of  worth  ! 
he  caufe  was  all  in  thee ! 

'  loving  heart  could  never  bear 
p  ice  me  bleeding  lie, 
^e    me  fall  a  prey  to  death ; 
^yfelf  wouldft  rather  die. 

^^'Ve  this  deeply  on  my  mind 

^^\\  an  eternal  pen, 
^  X   may  in  my  fmall  degree, 
^^Virn  thy  love  again. 

^'^liocan  pay  that  mighty  debt, 
'^  ^<jual  love  like  thine  ? 
^^  Vvert,  when  forely  wounded  thus, 
^  P^rlbn  all  divine. 

^^^cr  give  me  daily  more, 
^^Te  ev'ry  hour  to  fee, 
^^  thou  a  bounteous  giveir  art, 
^  ^uft  a  debtor  be. 


11^  U 
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HYMN      CCLX. 

1      A   H  Love  come  fweetly  bind  mc 
x\.     To  thy  fo  pierced  fide, 
And  evermore  remind  me. 

That  thou  for  me  haft  dy'd, 
I  beg  to  hear  thy  Spirit 

Of  this  for  ever  preach  ; 
That  thy  love,  blood  and  merit, 

May  me  obedience  teach« 

a  Thou  know'ft  that  my  falvatlon 

Is  certain  thro'  thy  love ; 
Yet  ah  !  on  each  occafion 

May  I  more  faithful  prove  1 
AVhat's  paft  thou  haft  forgiven, 

I  will  forget  it  too, 
And  forward  run  to  heav'n, 

Where  I  can  better  view. 

3  Thy  lovely  wounds  fo  bleeding. 

Thou  know'ft  they're  mv  delight, 
All  fweetncfs  far  exceeding, 

While  they  are  in  my  light : 
O  thjt  I  might  but  ever, 

In  this  world's  vale  of  tears. 
Look  towards  thee  and  never 

Involve  myfelf  in  fears. 
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I  feel  thou'It  not  forfake  me, 

Tho'  I  am  much  to  blame ; 
O  from  this  moment  take  me 

To  thee  jud  as  I  am, 
Again  I  hercprefent  me, 

To  thee !  tnou'lt  not  refufe ; 
Nor  (hall  it  e'er  repent  me. 

That  fuch  a  Lord  did  chufe. 


HYMN    CCLXI. 

1  T  TOLY  Lamb  and  Prince  of  peace, 
JljL  Hear  my  foul  implore  thy  gtace ; 
Let  it  thro'  thy  pow'r  divine, 

In  thy  Lamb-like  meeknefs  fhine. 

2  Grant,  that  faithfully  I  may 
As  a  Lamb  thy  voice  obey ;     * 
Soul  and  Body  bought  with  price, 
Be  thy  living  facriHce. 

3  Valiant,  ftedfaft  may  my  love 
In  the  hardefl  trials  prove  ; 
And  in  all  adverfity, 

Both  a  lamb  and  lion  be. 

4  Keep  thou  me  a  feeble  child. 
Sober,  v^atchful,  undefil'd  ; 
That  where'er  thy  fteps  I  fee. 
Simply  I  may  follow  thee. 


U     .  b'^^^^ 
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3  Thoii  the  great  vtftorious  Lamb, 
Who  all  th'  hods  of  hell  o'ercame ; 
(riant,  that  in  thy  blood  I  may 
Conqueror  be  till  thy  great  day. 

6  When  thou  (halt  on  Sion  ftand^ 
I  (hall  be  at  thy  right  hand ; 
In  thy  God-like  glory  bright, 
Thou  iny  temple,  thou  my  light. 


HYMN      CCLXII. 

i     A   H  my  dear  Heart,  beloved  Lamb  ! 
JTjl     What  love  have  I  poffeffed, 
Since  thou  by  thy  dear  crots'sftem 
Me  happily  haft  placed  ? 

2  Thy  blood,  thy  blood  the  deed  has  wrougl*  ^^ 

That  won  me  to  thee  Saviour; 
Elfe  had  I  never  on  thee  thought,' 
Nor  come  to  thee  for  ever, 

3  Scarce  did  I  clear  my  misery  fee, 

But  blood  was  alfo  named 
By  thy  dear  finner  company, 
Which  all  my  foul  enflamed. 

4  My  conquer'd  heart  was  melted  ftraight, 

In  floods  of  tears  I  fainted; 
Heav'ns  fortafie  had  1  at  thy  feet, 
And  nothins^  tuorc  1  vi^tvx.^^. 
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ood,  the  Lamb's  own  bloodf, 
mount  Calv'ry  flowed^ 
i  fole,  the  highed  good, 
on  nie  beftowed. 

:he  3¥Ounded  fpace, 
for  me  had  graved  ; 
le  caU'd  among  the  race 
ele6):ion  faved* 

It  thy  lanced  fide, 
ling  blood  and  water; 
happinefs  I  fpy*d, 
md  h^oly  rapture. 

I  child  fo  poor, 
ould  find  falvation  ? 
ddead  knew  nought  before, 
Lhout  celTation. 

illM  with  guilt  and  (hame, 
in  its  cffcnce : 
3WS  before  the  Lamb, 
ur  in  his  prefence. 

hich  he  did  (bed  fo  kind, 
:h  it  cffe6bed, 

lole  world  now  life  may  find, 
s  the  elefted. 

)eloved  tender  Lamb  ! 
Lifand  tears  be  praifed ! 
thee  had  no  claim, 
s^flto  have  me  blcffed, 

1/2  t^O 
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12  O  let  my  foul  (ink  deeper  in . 

The  blDod*s  unfathom'd  ocean ; 
My  pa  (lure  ground  is  always  greeoi 
I  feed  upon  thy  paffion. 

13  O  keep  for  ever  in  my  (ight, 

Thy  fo  much  wounded  body  1 
My  peaceful  feat  be  in  the  liglit 
Of  thy  nail-holes  fo  bloody. 


HYMN        CCLXIII. 

TO  the  Lamb  (lain'd  with  blood, 
Who  for  my  (in  and  need, 
Upon  the  ignominious  tree 
To  death  himfelf  did  bleed  ; 
To  thee  blefs'd  Prince  of  life, 
Who  felt  fuch  racking  fmart, 
While  the  whole  world's  colle&ed  (in 
Transfixed  and  tore  his  heart. 

To  him  I  wholly  give, 

Mvfelf  this  day  anew, 
As  his  own  booty  dearly  gain'd. 

His  fpoil  and  purchafe  due  ; 

That  with  me  he  may  do 

What's  pleafing  in  his  (ight, 
And  from  me  take  whate'er  he  will, 

Whatever  he  thinks  not  right. 
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How  very  weak  I  am, 

My  Saviour  well  can  fee, 
And  how  exceeding  (hort  I  fall| 

Of  what  I  ought  to  be^* 

Compaifionate  High-Frieft, 

To  thee  L  muft  appeal ; 
My  numberleis  infirmities 

O  kindly  hafle  to  heal. 

In  his  moft  precious  blood  '     > 

He  waihes  out  my  (lains, 
Which  trickles  healing  on  my  foul: 

Out  of  his  open  veins; 

It  is  his  daily  care, 

His  heedlefs  fheep  to  feed ; 
To  purify  their  Tpotted  fouls, 

And  tend  and  gently  lead.. 

Mc  thy  all-feeing  eye 
Has  kept  with  watchful  care,. 
The  trued  pains  and  tending  kind, 

0  !  never,  didfl:  thou  fpare : 
This  makes.me  firmly  truft,      '  ^ 
Thou'lt  lead  me  farther  dill ;. 

And  guard  me  fafe  throughout  the  way 
That  leads  to  Sion*s  hill. 

Thou  haft  me,  tinner  poor, 
Snatch'd  to  thy  heart  in  hafte, 
With  tend're ft. mercy  fetch  mchomc,. 
Andgrav'n  me  on  thy  brcaft  ; 
Therefore  my  deareft  Lord ! 

1  give  my  heart  to  thee ; 
Altho*  uneafy  or  in  pain, 

StUl  wholiv  thine  I'll  be 

U3  ItXU:^. 
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HYMN       CCLXIV. 

1  T  TOW  happy,  that  my  heart  can  vicir 
jn  The  Lamb  in  all  that  blocKiy  hue,  ' 

Upon  the  crbfs  out-ftretched ! 
If  from  my  eyes  this  fhould  depart. 
My  heart  would  feel  a  piercing  fmart, 

Yea  I  fhould  be  moft  wretched. ' 
But  he  knows  me 
To  be  feeble,  and  not  able 

For  a  moment 
To  live  without  his  atonement. 

2  How  poor  am  I,  and  full  of  blame ! 
That  if  I  had  not  fuch  a  Lamb, 

Who  nothing  can  deny  me; 
If  thofe  dear  wounds  I  did  not  know, 
Which  now- with  blood's  juice  overfloWj 

What  elfe  could  faiisfy  me  ? 
But  blood,  that's  good 
Still  to  wafli  me,  and  refreih  mc ; 

In  that  ocean, 
I  do  ever  find  my  portion, 

3  Then  'Wfill  I  thus  behold  my  God, 
For  me  in  all  his  wounds  and  blood 

So  g'icvoufly  oppreiTed : 
This  fight  can  break  in  tears. 
Yet  give  me  boldnefs  to  draw  near, 

Tho'  Ibe  rve,'ftT  ^o  -wx^xOcvtix 


\^ 
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■ere  take  fliare 

a  feeling  whicH  proves  healing,. 

When  I  enter 
he  w.ounds,  that  happy  center* 

V"  does  my  heart  with  longingdeep, 
h  to  be  found  among  thofe  iheep, 

Who  love  the  Lamb  their  Saviour ; 
h  them  to  fhare  of  all  the  grace, 
U  the  blefTednefs  and  peace, 

.  Whieh  is  in  him  their  Lover : 
i  vc  and  move 
ibje^ion  and  dircAion 

Of  his  Spirit, 
my  portion  to  inherit* 


i    Y    M    N      CCLXV, L.  M. 

God  unfearchable !  thy  rays 

Shine  in  my  heart  with  fuch  ftrong  bUze ; 
ch  (hew  the  riches  of  thy  grace, 
itly  difplay'd.in  Jefu's  face. 

t  God,  how  dreadful  was  thy  name, . 
I  the  God-man  Saviour  came ! 
can  a  finncr  e'er  know  thee, 
re  the  Son  hath  made  him  free? 

ider  mercy,  glorious  grace, 
ive  a  curs'd  and  damned  race ! . 


4 
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The  Father  gave  his  only  Son, 
To  bleed  and  die  for  Haves  undone* 

4  What  fmful' worm  could  know  thisrighti 
^  Till  'tis  reveal'd  by  thy  own  light  ? 

Our  hearts  are  hard  and  dark  and  blind, 
Till  Jefu's  grace  on  them  has  fhin'd. 

5  We  then  aftonifh'd  fee  thy  love. 
And  thy  great  mercy  know  and  provc| 

.O  joy  unfpeak able!  all  bright 

The  Day-ftar  fhines^  paft  is  the  nigbt» 

6  With  fweeted:  grace  the  gofpel  founds. 
And  flames  forth  love  in  Jefu's  woundi; 
What  ftfonger  pledge  of  love  could  be  ? 
Behold  the  bloody  fhaineful  tree. 

7  Can  any  ill  diftrefs  my  heart, 

Since  God  with  his  own  Son  did  part  ? 
Whatever  I  want,  can't  be  deny'd, 
Becaufe  for  me  the  Lamb  has  dy'd. 

8  W^o  can  condemn,  now  Chrift  has  died; 
I,  by  his  blood,  am  juftify'd  ; 

He  ever  lives  to  intercede, 
And  fend  me  help  in  ev'ry  heed» 

1^  What  can  me  feparate  from  this, 

The  love  of  Chrift,  his  peace  and  blifs  ? 
Shall  tribulation,  or  diftrcf^^. 
Shall  any  trials  moic  ox  V^^^ 


Y^" 
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^  ;   I  in  all  things  e'er  fhall  prove 
*^qu'ror  thro'  him  who  did  me  love  ^ 
y  Lord  has  go^  the  viftory, 
"Qcient  is  his  grace  for  m^. 


H    Y    M    N     CCLXVJ C.  M. 

10  W  fweets  the  dream  of  her  that  fleepsY 
Even  thee  thou  happy  Bride, 
hen  chooftng  for  thy  refb  the  place, 
AVhcrc  thy  Beloved  dy*d. 

he  hands  that  Bound  thy  lover  faft^. 
Unbind  thee  from  thy  pain ; 
is  piercing  cry,  that  fooths  thy  foul^ 
And  (ings  to  ileep  again. 

lie  nails  which  caused  thee  fo  much  fmart,^ 
Thy  heav'nly  feat  make  faftr; 
e  bears  thee  on  his  heart,  thou  him, 
Sleep  on  and  take  thy  reft. 

* 

ufli,  ftir  not  up  the  friend  of  Chrift, 
Wake  not  the  lovely  Bride ; 
)me  vidbn  caufes  her  tofmile^ 
She  fees  his  opepi  fide. 


KYNl« 
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HYMN    CCLXVII. 

1  TTJLEST  church  ofpoorfinners  fing  praile  to  the  Lord, 
jD  To  Jcfus  the  Nazarenej. the  flcfti  made  word  ; 
Who  forms  thee  fo  glorious  out  of  his  pierc'd  fide, 
And  makes  thee  in  blood  wafli'd  his  beautifiil  Bride. 

a  Thy  God,  thy  Creator,  thy  nature  put  on, .         j 
Becaufe  difobedience  had  quite  thee  ttodone; 
He  left  his  throne  Royal,  a  child  he  became^ 
And  borfe  in  his  body  thy  bafenefs  and  ihame. 

g  Thou  finncr church  value  thy  hufband's great  worthy- 
And  in  all  thy. members  his  praifesfet  forth : 
All  beauties  not  fprinkled  as  dirt  ftill  efleem. 
And  know  of  no  Godhead  but  only-  in  him.  * 

4  What  brought  us  together  ?  what  joined  our  hcarts?- 
The  pardon  which  Jefus.our  High-Prieil  imparts^ 
The  blood  is  cementing  and  blood  'tis  alone, . 
The  Spirit  baptizeth  the  finners  in  one. . 

2  But  we,  who  believe,  are  his  fle(h  and  his  boni?| . 
The  Son  of  the  Father,  and  w«  are  but  one  ; 
The  Godhead's  relations,  Chrifl's  bi'ethren  are  we; . 
Where  he  is  the  firft-born,  there  we  are  to  be'. 


HYMN 

*  Col.  i.  19., 
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HYMN     CCLXVlit. 

'  ^  all,  who  are  wounded  by  fin's  pois'nous  fting^ 
*•    Lobk  up  untojefus,  and  round  his  feet  cling; 
'\  olood  trickle  on  you  from  his  pcirced  heart, 
wsis  all  fufEcient  to  foften  yourfmart. 

Vernal  Godjefus,  who  flefli  did  put  on, 
"y  anguifh,  thy  dying  my  paflions  have  won  : 
«oij  haft  bore  my  forrows,  I'm  hcal'dby  thyflripes,. 
m  clean,  for  thy  blood  ftreams  away  my  filth  wipes. 

fy  High-Prieft,  my  Lamb,  my  Creator  and  God, 
y  King,  and  my  Brother,  my  Bridegroom  thro*  blood, 
Y  Friend,  my  Redeemer,  my  Heart,  and  my  All! 
:  thy  feet  with  holy  fliame  proftrate  I  fall. 

lou  like  fome  curs'd  rebel,  waft  nail'd  to  the  tree, 
ing  bruifed,  and  wounded  for.  finncrs like  me, 
;ll*s  ramparts  and  walls  now  lie  flat  on  the  ground, 
*  old  dragon  does  tremble  and  fly  at  blood's  found». 

eak  forth  in  his  praifes,  ye  finner  hearts  aill, 
id  with  all  his  ranfom'd  ones  at  his  feet  fall ; 
jrht  value  your  freedom  and  fly  from  fin's  ftiame, 
me  give  yourfelves  quite  to  your  Brother  the  Lamb.. 


HYMN 
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HYMN.      eCLXIX. 

1  'XTE  hands  of  Love  once  pierc'd  with  nails^. 
X       Outflretch'd  upon  the  wood; 
Ye  hands,  out  of  whofe  holy  wounds    . 

Did  flow  the  atoning  hlood ; 
How  fweetly  refts  a  weary  child. 
When  clofe  embrac*d  by  you  !. 
Let  reafon  fay  whate*er  it  will, 
*Tis.  yet  for  ever  true.. 

s  For  when  the  law's  tormenting  yoke 

Does  a  poor  heart  molefl,. 
And.hlls  with  reasoning,  doubts  and.fearSy 

A  troubled  head  and  bread, 
And  half  defpairing  one  cries  out 

Who  is*t  that  fets  us  free  ? 
The  Lamb's  the  anfwer,  who  fulfil'd 

The  law  upon  the.  tree, 

3  How  happy  I,  when  once  I  died. 

To  the  condemning  law ; 
As  Toon  as  I  the  Son  of  God 

For  me  condemned  faw  ! 
If  now  I  fee  a  finner  come, 

Quite  funk  in  mifery, 
I'll  lead  him,  to  behold  the  Lamb 

Atoning  on  the  tree, 

^  The  n>orc  a  frig^htcn'd  foul  can  view 

The  flaughief  d  YAiv^  ^^  >:\^Xv  ^ 
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The. more  is  fcatter'd  and  difpell'd 

The  difmal  cloudy  night : 
The  faring  beams,  which  powerfully 

Break  forth  from  out  the  land, 
Thefe  kindfe  each  cold  lifelefs  hearty 

And  fets  it  all  on  flame. 

Is  there  a  thing  that  moves  and  breaks, 

A  heart  as  hard  as  ftone, 
And  warms  a  heart  as  cold  as  ice  ? 

'Tis  Jefu's  blood  alone : 
One  drop  of  this  can  truly  chear 

And  heal  each  wounded  foul. 
What  multitudes  of  broken  hearts 

This  living  dream  makes  whole ! 

Hark,  O  my  foul!  what  fmg  the  choirs 

Around  the  glorious  throne  ? 
2iark  !  the  ilain  Lamb  for  evermore 

Sounds  in  the  fweeteft  tone ! 
The  elders  there  caft  down  their  crowns, 

And  all  both  night  and  day ; 
Sing  praifes  to  the  Lamb's  dear  blood, 

Which  wip'd  their  guilt  away. 

And  this,  while  here,  we  will  proclaim 

Chearful  in  our  degree, 
That  thro'  the  blood  of  God's  dear  Lamb 

Each  foul  may  happy  be : 
But  thou,  O  Lord !  make,  cv'ry  day. 

Thy  wounds  to  us  more  fweet. 
Till  we  behold  thy  wounded  fide, 

And  worftiip  at  thy  feet. 


HX'fcA.^ 


(  3i8  ) 


H   V    M    N     CGLXX.- — CM. 

I  r>  ELOVED  Saviour,  Prince  ofUfe, 
-13     To  us  thy  Spirit  give  ; 
We  pant  to  hear  that  facred  voice 
Which  bids  poor  finners  livc^ 

a  Open  to  us  thofe  living  fprings, 

Which  from  thy  wounds  do  flow  ; 
Dart  down  thy  bright  rcfrefhing'  beams. 
To  us  thy  goodncfs  {how.    . 

3  'Tis  thy  defirc  to  fave  the  loft, 

To  cafe  them  of  their  pain ! 
Therefore  we  cry  to  thee,  hleft  Lamb, 
Who  for  our  fins  waft  (lain, 

4  O'er  ftream  our  fouls  with  thy  rich  grace, 

To  us  thy  will  reveal ; 
O  be  thou  our  Immanud, 
Thy  work  in  us  fulfil. 


HYMN     CCLXXI. L,M. 

•1   TPHOU  fldughter'd  Lamb  art  my  defence, 
X       Within  thy  wounds  fecurc  I  hide  ; 
While  there  1  keep  my  rcfulcncc,    . 
Moft  ftrongly  1  axrvtou^yA, 


i. 
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^0  fiery  dart  from  fubtlefl  foe 
Can  hurt  (ne  in  this  facred  place, 

Noterrors  can  I  undergo, 
Being  To  well  fupply'd  by  grace. 

Thy  precious  blood  all  bleffings  gives, 
•  T6  warm  the  heart,- the  fpirit  chear, 
Thy  blood  at  once  all  wants  relieves: 
The  iiunting  (inner  feels  it  dear. 

What  a  reviving,  quick 'ning  found, 
It  the  atoning  raniom-price 

To  me,  and  aU  who  are  unbond, 
By  that  mod  coflly  facrifice. 

That  I  its  pow'r  may  fully  prove, 
Is  what  fweet  Lamb  I  afk  of  thee; 

Thou,  who  to  death  my  foul  did  ft  love, 
Wilt  not  detiy  this  grace  to  me. 


{S  To  me,  who  live  but  by  thy  pow'r, 
(Supported  by  thee  do  1  ftand :) 
Thy  wounds  are  a  ftrongrock  and  tow'r 
Which  hides  me  in  aweary  land.  * 


HYMN    CCLXXIl.^ L.  M. 


'T 


HOU  deareft  hufband  of  my  heart ! 
Thy  death  and  blood  and  all  thy  fmart, 
Thy  wounds  in  hands  and  feet  and  fide, 
Are  now  my  joy,  and  will  abide, 

^\ 
*  Ifaiab  xxxii.  2 ,  * 
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s  I  am  thy  worm,  thy  Tinner  Lamb ! 
My  heart  is  thine  thy  child  I  am ; 
And  if  I  (houldthis  moment  die, 
Into  thy  arms  I'd  furely  fly. 

3  Here  in  this  world  I'm  wholly  thine, 
Thou  know'fl  that  my  heart's  no. more  mine; 
And  therefore  if  it  is  thy  will. 

That  I  (hould  flay  and  iierve  diee  ftill: 

4  I  thereto  am  re(ign'd  and  free, 
And  only  wifti  a  joy  to  be 

To  thee  and  to  thy  flock  fo  dear. 
Which  to  my  heart  is  very  near. 

5  This  one  thing  then  I  beg  of  thee, 
Let  me  thy  faithful  handmaid  be, 
And  let  me  in  thy  bleeding  fide 
Go  in  and  out,  and  feed  and  hide. 


HYMN    CCLXXIIL LM. 

COULD  Satan  but  his\Vi{h  obtain, 
No,  not  a  Chriflian  fliould  remain; 
All  would  to  wreck  and  ruin  run, 
What  Jefus  by  his  palTion  won. 

But  let  him  and  his  champions  rave. 
Their  dev'lifli  wifii  they  ne'er  fliall  have; 
That  caufe  fliall  never  fufi^er  harm. 
That  refts  on  JeCu'souv-dxttch'd  arm. 


(  321  ) 

r  while  our  Mafter  rules  above, 
will  each  tUy  more  glorious  proVe  ; 
hile  he  fits  down  at  God's  right  hand, 
rauft  and  will  unihaken  ftand. 

» 
• 

]eed  we  own  iF  once  .they  can 
throne  that  high  exalted  Man; 
icn  evil  with  us  will  it  be, 
profped:  UA  we  then  fhall  lee. 

:  I  am  ablblutely  fure, 
r  Lord  will  ever  fit  fecure ; 
ever  will  our  Shepherd  prove, 
i  we  for  ever  feel  nis  love, 

i  in  our  Lamb  our  refuge  find, 
r  neither  ftorm  nor  angry  wind  ; 
danger  chearful,  void  of  care, 
enemy  can  touch  a  hair, 

thefeour  God  has  numbered  all, 
thout  his  leave  one  cannot  fall ; 
1  the  lead  he  is  To  true, 
lat  wont  he  in  the  greater  dt>. 


HYMN     CCLXXIV. 

ONGREGATION !  Chrift's  relation  I 

Be  for  ever  glad  and  well, 
>•  the  fufPring  and  the  ofPring, 
^hich  hath  rgnfom'd  thee  from  heU. 
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2  He,  who  cleaveth,  moves  andlivtth 

Every  hour  in  Jefu's  woundt; 
Whofe  heart  gloweth  and  who  goeth 
In  the  light  which  there  abounds* 

3  He  who  bleffcs  and  embraces 

That  dear  heart,  fo  full  of  grief; 
Who  relying  on  his  dying, 
Finds  in  ^11  his  wants  relief. 

4  He  dare  anfwer,  when  demanded  : 

Who  he  is  ?  *and  whence  he  came? 
Pm  a  finner  and  a  lover 
Of  the  child  from  BetkUkem. 


HYMN      CCLXXV. L.M- 


1  "TXTHATtomy  Mafterfhall  Ifay? 

VV     He  fnatch'd  me  from  the  world  awa 
And  rank'd  me  'midft  his  chofcn  train, 
Which  for  his  bride  he  doth  ordain. 

2  O  heartily  beloved  Love ! 

Thy  yearning  bowels  would  thee  move, 
To  call  me  from  death's  gloomy  night 
Into  thy  own  amazing  light. 

3  Yes,  I  was  wholly  dead  in  fin, 
Wholly  corrupt  and  (poil'd  within  I 


( .323  } 

carnal  mind  ftill  bore  the  fway^ 
hurry'd  me  a  Have  away. 

>v'd  thy  tender  loving  Heart, 
/e  thee  real  pain  and  fmart, 
purcha(e  of  thy  blood  t^Ptee 
eply  funk  in  mifery. 

would'ft  thou  Satan's  pow'r  deftroy 
me  thy  proper  fpoil  enjoy ; 
jfore  thou  ever  didft  invite, 
clofe  purfue  me  d^y  and  night. 

fweetly  didft  thou  draw  and  woo, 
iiou  had  ft  overcome  thy  foe ; 
in's  ftrong  power  thou  hadft  fuppreft, 
till  my  weary  foul  had  reft.  '     • 

y  dear  wounds  I  now  have  found 
;,  right eoufnefs,  and  folid  ground : 
'midft  thy  confecrated  band, 
'  free  elefting  grace,  1  ftand. 

Fain  would  I  thy  feet  embrace,      • 
nelt  in  love  and  thankfulncfs : 
fin's  hard  burden  I  am  freed, 
ifc  thefe  holy  feet  did  bleed ! 

before  thee,  O  my  King, 
hymns  of  praife  in  ftillnefs  fmg^ 
yes  with  tears  arc  overflow'd 
II  the  mercy  thou  haft  (how'd. 

W  2  \o  KxA 
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10  At^d  now^nte  mercv  I  have  found. 
And  to  thy  gentle  yoke  am  bound, 
(Which  yoke  O  may  I  ne'er  forfake^ 
Altho'  for  this  my  blood  I  Oake !) 

1 1  While  I  behojA^his  earth  and  {kies^ 
I  am  thy  livin^criHce ; 

My  foul  and  body,  all  (hall  be 
Devoted  heartily  to  thee. 

1 2  Let  me  throughout  my  pilgrimage 
Pay  the  fwom  fealty  I  engage ; 

Thy  blood  and  crofs,  and  bitter  ptin, 
My  life,  ftrcngth,  banner  ftill  remain ! 

13  There  thou  haft  life  and  foul,  my  King, 
Bound  for  thy  fervice  thefe  1  bring ; 
My  flefhly  tendemefs  break  down, 
Thy  fire  confume  whate'er's  my  own, 

14  And  thus  I  even  here  fhall  be 
Well  fitted  for  eternity, 
Abide  thy  purchafe  all  my  days, 
And  live,  dear  Saviour,  to  thy  praife. 


HYMN-     CCLXXVI.— L.  M. 

1    TV  yTY  wounded  Prince,  thy  chofen  race, 
-LVX  With  evcrlafting  love  embrace; 
Let  ftreams  of  life  thy  church  o'erfprcad, 
^     For  which  thy  pic^dQu^\i\QQ^>«^^Ctv^d*    ^ 
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ou  Lambfit>iii  everlafting  flain^ 
Du  always  doth  the  fame  remain, 
e  fame  kind  loving  (inner's  friend^ 
lofe  years  and  mercies  never  end. 

ore  thy  throne  afham^d  we  fink, 
len  on  thy  wond'rous  grace  we  think, 
lich  more  than  ever  how  appears, 
fonder  k>fl  we  melt  in  tears. 

'  gofpel  in  thefe  blefifed  days, 
oughout  the  earth  its  beams  difplays ; 
ions  that  ne'er  had  heard  of  thee, 
'  great  falvation  ihout  to  fee. 

f  to  thy  wounds  cv'n  Gentiles  fly, 
I  thy  great  thirfting  fatisfy  ; 
y  feiz'd  with  flames  of  love  divine, 
cily  with  us  poor  finners  join. 

t  myftcry  from  all  ages  feal'd, 

Lamb  has  by  his  death  reveal'd, 

L  heav'nly  thrones  and  pow'rs  (hould  knpv; 

*»  wifdom  by  the  church  below. 

blood  and  death  upon  the  tree 
only  meditation  be ; 
wounds  and  ftripes  be  day  and  night 
darling  plcafure  and  delight. 

)*  this  bad  world  thy  ranfom'd  guide, 
d  up  within  thy  bleeding  fide; 
1  Satan's  wrath  and  craft  therein, 
harmlcfs  doves  for  ever  fcreen. 
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^  They  are  tby  juft  reward,  thy  fpoil, 
The  purchafe  of  thy  bloody  toil ; 
This  was  the  Father's  firm  decree, 
That  they  thy  chofen  race  ihould  be. 

10  Much  hated  they,  defpisM,  and  mean, 
Yet  yrhile  they  on  the  Bridegroom  lean, 
Let  nations  rage,  let  devils  roar, 
The  flaughter'd  Lamb  they  ftiil  adore* 


HYMN    CCLXXVII. 

1  nPE  ACH  us,  O  Lord  !  thy  crofs's  myfteiy ; 

X     Yes,  our  fincere  requefl  (hall  granted  be. 
What  coft  thee  life,  blood,  death,  ftrong  cries^and  tears, 
The  fame  remains,  nor  waxes  old  by  years. 

2  Thy  powerful  blood  o*er  walls  and  bulwarks  flics, 
Out  lafts  (thyfclf  haft  faid)  both  earth  and  Ikies  ; 
Who  toChrift's  blood  fhall  bounds  and  limits  give? 
His  flock,  yea  all  the  world  may  drink  and  live. 

3  Who  can  produce  a  time,  a  day,  an  hour. 
This  blood  may  not  exert  Almighty  pow'r? 
']^  no  light  matter  when  the  fouls  that  He 
Seneath  the  altar,  vengeance !  vengeance  !  cry. 


4  Tho*  abovc^f  thoufand  years  they  thus  have  cry'd : 
(Patience  divine  !  how  Jong  wilt  thou  be  tried) 
If  by  the  fiend  this  cry  can't  be  withftood,. 
Much  Icfs  the  ruftiin^  ^i^^mo^  ^tW^ViVood. 


(  3^7  ) . 

haikl  what  cry  doth  from  the  Saviour  burft, 
t  ftrong  hcart-picrcing  cry,  I  thirft  I  I  thirft ! 
what !  of  hoilile  blood  to  drink  his  fill  ? 
for  thd  hearts  of  thofe  who  ufe  him  ilL 

would  not  one  (hbuld  loft  and  faithlefs  prove, 
fecks  to  pierce  us  with  his  darts  of  love : 
i  while  mankind  difdains  his  voice  to  hear, 
»m  the  pure  Spirit  fo  averfe  their  ear) 

fends  his  meifengers,  he  does  not  ceafe, 
\  fuffers  fcarce  a  mouth  to  hold  its  peace, 
as  you  are,  you  may  to  Jefus  creep, 
come^  lie'll  gladly  take  you  for  his  iheep. 

you  all  over  (in,  all  over  (hame, 
^re's  waiting:for  you,  dill  a  hearton  flame: 
5  Jud^e,  to  whom  alone  revenge  is  giv'n, 
Uins  for  fuch  poor  finners,  peace  and  heav'n. 

lo  finds  that  fin  has  quite  o'erfpread  his  foul, 
at  his  own  efforts  ne'er  can  make  him  whole, 
dead,  at  Jdu's  feet  refoives  to  lie, 
us  has  fworn  that  foul  fhall  never  die. 


H     Y     M     N      CCLXXVIIL 

)!  if  the  Lamb  ne'er  flaughter'd  was,  ^ 
If  he  was  not  our  Saviour, 
lot  for  his  love,  wounds  and  crofs, 
W^bcrehad  we  been  for  ever  I  ^ 

W4  Bw 
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But  (wee  the  (inners  favour'd  are 
To  have  a  friend  fo  very  dear^ 
We  cannot  but  be  happy» 

3  With  alt  our  errors  and  miftakes 
He  bears  and  loves  us  dearly, 
Nor  evermore  the  foul  forfakes. 

Who  ad:eth  but  fincerely. 
When  the  whole  heart  is  giv*n  to  hiift 
One  lives  as  if  one  was  in  heav'n, 
Enamour'd  with  his  mercy, 

3  When  ought  is  wrong,  or  when  one  feai^ 

One  has  the  fpirit  grieved, 
The  child-like  heart  with  cares  and  tears. 

Repents  and  is  relieved; 
It  views  him  with  a  face  afhamed, 
And  owns  dear  Lamb  I'm  to  be  blam'd: 
He  anfwcrs  be  forgiven  ! 

4  If  fparks  of  nature  yet  would  glow, 

Or  fomething  not  fubdued, 
One  fhews  it  to  the  Lamb,  and  fo 

With  blood  it*s  overflowed. 
The  cold  death  fweats  of  Jefus  Chrift, 
Which  can  the  flames  of  hell  refift, 
Damps  all,  and  keeps  us  holy« 

5  A  right  poor  fmner  one  remains 

Amidft  the  congregation, 
Whofe  life  and  eafc  is  Jefu's  pains. 
And  blood,  and  wounds,  and  pafTion  > 


(  3*9  ) 

s  crofs  and  fweat,  and  tears  and  fmart, 
n  never  by  a  tender  heart. 
One  moment  be  forgotten. 


HYMN    CCLXXIX. G.  M. 

IMPLE  mind,  tbou  grace's  wonder ! 
'     Deeped  wifdom,  greateft  mighty 
ireft  jewel,  love's  defender, 
Moft  fucccfsful  Chriftian  fight  \ 

hen  llmplicjty  we  chcrifh, 
"We've  a  whole  and  perfcft  light ; 
n  that  view  away  will  vanifh, 
Soon  as  doable  grows  the  fight. 

''ith  this  gift  a  man  is  bleffcd, 

He  looks  only  at  the  Lamb ; 

U  without  it,  dill  diieafed, 

For  one  (lands  in  Tome  dark  Harne. 

ue  (implicity  whence  comes  it  ? 
From  the  wounds  and  blood  divine : 
linly  any  one  aflumes  it, 
Who  ne*er  learnt  it  at  that  fhrine. 

)re  whofe  eyes  the  Lamb's  dear  figure 
Still  as  crucify*d  doth  ftand, 
ho  in  blood  lives  altogether ; 
He  right  holinefs  has  gain'd. 
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6  Who  butwillcth  what  him  pleafes, 

Who  but  what  he  bids,  can  do, 
Who  but  what  he  giveth,  ufcs, 
Whofe  life  all  from  him  does  flow : 

7  Who  alone  by  Jefus  holdeth, 

And  in  him  does  all  podefs : 
He  it  is  who  on  him  buildelh, 
He  walks  on  in  holinefs. 

8  Blood  bought  church !  (hall  I  declare  it, 

What  for  thee  my  thoughts  defirc? 
Ever  fly  on  grace's  chariot, 

Which  is  borne  by  wheels  of  fire. 

% 

9  Of  the  reins  let  him  be  holder. 

He  can  well  the  way  contrive; 

He  knows  when  he  fwift  and  bolder, 

And  when  foftly  he  (hall  drive- 

10  Over  ft^one  and  hillock  goes  it  ? 

Sit  but  ftill,  th'  event  ne'er  doubt; 
Help  him  not,  alone  he  does  it. 
Thou  in  faith  mayft  look  about. 

11  Let  him  work,  in  the  conclufion 

Thou  wilt  be  aftonifhed; 
Jefus  thy  affairs  will  think  on, 
As  thy  ever-loving  h^ad.  . 


HY 
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HYMN    CCLXXX. E.M. 

rHE  Saviour's  blood  and  righteoufnefs 
My  fin'ry  is,  my  wedding  drefs ; 
''herewith  when  cnt'ring  heav'n's  land 
ull  well  (hall  I  before  God  ftand. 

>r  tho*  I  once  atjudgment  feat 
Ppear,  I  {hall  no  cenfure  meet ; 
'^cre  I  am  abfolv'd  already  here  ; 
^cl  my  whole  debt  is  paid  oiF  clear*. 

^*  hand  writing  on  the  crofs  is  fcen, 

^pe6bcle  for  Satan's  fpleen  ; 
^^  nails  which  have  my  Saviour  flain, 
^  ve  torn  the  old  cov'nant  in  twain. 

jj^o'  fign'd  and  written  with  my  bloody 
'^oft  binding  and  mod  firm  it  flood  ; 
■^^t  now  the  bond  is  cancelPd  quite, 
^^d  no  demands  on  me  can  light. 

The  fiend's  deferved  pay  here  fee, 
(Why  nail'd  he  God's  Son  to  the  tree  7) 
That  he  o'er  fouls  docs  lofe  his  fway, 
And  Jefus  bears  them  fav'd  away. 

This  knows  full  well  the  ferpent  old, 
That  he  has  fairly  loft  his  hold 
Of  us  and  all  mankind  hereby, 
And  with  the  greated  equity. 


7  Kt\^ 


(  88*  1 

7  And  now  the  Lamb  from  blemifh  free^ 
Who  on  the  rugged  fhameful  tree, 
For  me  his  life  laid  freely  down, 

For  my  true  Lord  and  God  I  own* 

8  J  do  believe,  his.  precious  blood, 
That  mofl:  ineftimable  good, 
Fills  ail  the  treafuries  divine. 
And  is  in  heaven  ftill  current  coiiu 

9  I  do  believe,  if  (inners  race 

Ten  thoufand  times  more  hum'rous  WJs; 
Yet  ftill  the  devil  to  no  one. 
Has  now  .the  lead  pretention* 

10  I  believe,  eternity's  demand, 
(Which  docs  inexorable  (land, 
And  lets  nought  damnable  pafs  free) 
Is  paid  for  every  foul  and  me. 

11  If  afk*d  about  my  wedding  drefs, 
Without  which  there  is  no  accefs, 
I'll  fay,  "  I  Jefus  then  put  on, 

"  When  naked  from  the  fiend  I  ram** 

12  Then  will  the  holy  company, 
A  great  rejoicing  have  o'er  rae  ; 
And  ftill  more  joy  to  me  to  bring, 
They  that  bleft  anthem  with  me  fmg.* 

J  3  *•  All  praife  and  honour  doth  pertain 
"  Unto  the  Lamb  ;  for  he  was  {lain, 
"  And  hath  redeem'd  us  by  his  blood, 
'*  And  made  us  kirxc-s.  ^tvd  v^iefts  to  God." 

*  Rev.  N.  9^  ^^» 
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'^  while  ia  life  I  am  confin'd, 
^s  it  my  vshole  heart  and  mindf   • 
^  ^ChriftiaiUy  Hicatkeas,  all  aad  each, 
^^s  point  and  only  this  to  {preach. 

That  our  forever  bleffed  God 
By  his  Son  Jefu^s  death  and  blood, 
Hasfhewn  his  love  to  fuch  degree. 
As  ne'er  in  truth  can  fathom'd  be,^ 

^e  children  all  in  grace's  fold, 

^ou  heartily  entreat  I  would, 

rivro  all  your  lives  the  plan  ne'er  mifs, 

\\xi  faithfully  keep  dofe  to  this. 

Lndye,  above  all,  who  teachers  are, 
lought  you  can  do,  (in  memory  bear) 
ouls  are  ftill  empty,  void  of  good, 
'ill  you  bring  in  the  atoning  blood. 

)  Jefus  Chrift !  all  praife  to  thee, 
['hat  thou  a  man  vouchfafdfl  to  be ; 
^nd  for  each  foul  which  thou  haft  made, 
laft  an  eternal  ranfom  paid. 

)  give  us  now,  to  fpeak  thy  word ; 
To  all  the  captives  hope  afford, 
rhat  they,  if  to  thy  wounds  they  flee, 
A^y  find  eternal  life  in  thee. 

)  King  of  glory,  Chrift  the  Lord  ! 
rhou'rt  God's  own  Son,  th'  eternal  word; 
^ct  all  the  world  thy  mercy  fee, 
\nd  hlcfs  what  folcly  cleaves  to  t\\tc. 
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21  Into  thy  wounds  while  I  am  here, 
I'll  look  into  my  grace's  (hare ; 
And  when  above,  ihine  in  the  cTrefs 
Of  thy  rich  blood  and  righteoufhels. 


HYMN      CCLXXXL 

1.  T    ONG  I  ftrove  my  God  to  love, 
\  ^     Long  I  drove  his  laws  to  keep, 
Ftia  would  fix  my  thoughts  above, 

Faintly  hop'd  I  was  hisiheep ; 
But  my  ftriving  all  prov'd  vain, 
Still  I  found  my  heart  in  pain ! 
Yet  ne'er  all  my  viienefs  faw, 
Till  declar'd  accurs'd  by  law. 

2  Then  with  fenfe  of  guilt  opprefs'd, 

All  my  foul  was  funk  in  fear, 
Pain  and  anguifh  fill'd  my  breaft  ; 

Then  did  Jefus  Chrift  appear ; 
Not  with  vengeance  in  his  eyes, 
-No,  but  as  a  facrifice 
Acceptable  unto  God ; 
Glorifius  off 'ring !  precious  blood ! 

3  He  was  ofFer'd  on  the  tree, 

Jefus,  the  unfpotted  Lamb ; 
Worthy  truth,  great  myftery  ! 
By  his  blood  falvation  came. 


(  333  ) 

is  ftiipes  my  wounds  are  heard, 
Is  death  God's  love  reveal'd ; 
nee  Grangers  far  from  God, 
)rought  nigh  by  Jefu's  blood* 

« 

:e  of  hope,  Lamb's  precious  blood, 

in  would  I  thy  praifes  (ing  ! 

fy'd  by  thee  *fore  God, 

iro'  thee  made  a  Priell  and  King. 

r  things  I  know  of  none 

could  for  our  (ins  atone, 

Jefu's  precious  blood ; 

cfore that's  my  chiefeft  good. 

no  more  I  ftrivc  in  vain : 
fu's  love  hath  won  my  heart ; 
i  my  thoughts,  and  free  from  pain, 
his  death  I  have  a  part, 
.'d  forever  be  the  Lamb, 
3  for  me  has  bore  the  blame ! 
i*d  for  ever  be  that  blood, 
ich  has  brought  me  near  to  God. 


Y    M    N    CCLXXXIL L.,M. 

« 

ISUS  to  thee  my  heart  I  bow. 

Strange  flames  far  from  my  foul  remove ; 
eft  among  ten  thoufand  thou, 
e  thou  my  Lord,  my  life,  my  love. 


-  J 

i 


(336) 

ft  All  heav*n  thou  fill'ft  with  pure  defiie; 
O  (hine  upon  my  frozen  bread ; 
With  facred  warmth  my  heart  infpitei 
That  I  may  thy  hid  fweetnefs  taftc 

g  I  fee  thy  garments  roU'd  jni>lood, 

Thy  (Ireaming  head,  thy  h4nd8,  thy  fide: 
All  haibthou  fufPring  conqu'ring  God ! 
Now  man  fhall  live  for  God  hath  dy'd. 

4  O  kill  in  me  this  rebel  (in, 

And  triumph  o'er  my  willing  breaft; 
Rcftore  thy  image,  Lord,  therein, 
And  lead  me  to  my  Father's  re(L 

5  Ye  earthly  loves,  be  far  away! 

Saviour  be  thou  my  Love  alone  ; 
No  more  may  mine  ufurp  the  fway,' 
But  in  me  thy  great  will  be  done ! 

6  Yea,  thou  true  witnefs  fpoilefs  Lamb, 

All  things  for  thee  I  count  but  lofs ; 
My  foledefire,  my  conftantaim, 

My  only  glory  be  thy  crofs !  j 


HYMN      CCLXXXIII. 

1    Y^  ACH  poor  (Inner  has  a  Saviour, 
XZ-i     Who  docs  love  him  tenderly  ; 
Who  will  blefs  him  and  carefs  him, 
Whene'er  he  lo  \um  dovVv  (V^J  ^ 


(337) 

cs  nothing  for  an  ofPring^ 
the  heart  juft  as  it  is  ; 
at  ventures  in  him  centers, 
d^  true  peace  and  happine(s. 

)unt  Calv'ry  he  did  carry 

our  fins, prodigious  load, 

e  hebore  thetn,  thro*  death  tore  them  ' 

in  out  of  the  book  of  God« 

hen  fmitten,  and  fubmitting 
sach  bitter  fmart  and  pain, 
[uite  fpbtlefs;  therefore  doubtlefs 
er'd  for  ungodly  man. 

tho'  living,  and  receiving 
re  above  his  praifes  due ; 
members  he  thofe  (inners 
om  he  bought  from  fin  and  woe* 

ig*s  fweeter,  than  this  matter, 
t  the  Lamb  has  dy'd  for  me; 
:an  truly  tell  it's  value 
s,  norin  eternity* 

Saviour,  let  me  ever 

I  on  what  thou'ft  done  for  me; 

lOthing  but  thy  ofPring 

•f  any  weight  with  me. 

eclining,  always  twining 

a  worm  about  thy  feet, 
feel  it  every  minute; 

thy  blood  alone  is  fweeU 


(338) 


H    Y    M    N      CCLXXXIV. 

1  Q INKERS !  come,  the  Saviour  fee, 
O     Haxids,  feet,  fide,  and  temples  view ; 
See  him  bleeding  od  the  tree. 

See  his  hean  on  fire  for  yoii ! 
View  a  while  then  hafte  away. 
Find  a  thoufand  more  and  lay ; 
Come,  ye  iinners !  come  with  me. 
View  him  bleeding  on  the  tree. 

£  Who  would  ftill  fuch  mercy  grieve  ? 

Dear  fouls !  hear  inftru6lion  mild, 
Doubt  no  more,  but  each  believe, 

Each  become  a  iimple  child : 
Artful  doubts  and  reas'nings  be 
Naird  with  Jefus  to  the  tree ; 
Souls-who  truly  fimple  are, 
Surely  (hall  the  bleflings  fhare. 

3  Thro'  his  poverty,  ye  poor ! 
All  may  quickly  richer  be; 
That  throws  wide  heav'n's  mercy-door, 

Grace's  treafuries  makes  free ; 
Here  lecurely  take  who  will, 
Each  poor  finner  take  his  £11, 
Rich  in  grace  hereby  commence, 
Blufh  no  more  for  indigence. 


(  339  ) ^ 

hey  who  (earch  tfaeir  hearts  with  care^ 
And  the  blame  their  own  confefs^ 
I  the  Lamb  may  have  their  (hare, 
To  his  wounds  have  free  accefs : 
hey  4hat  have  been  moft  in  debt, 
longft  the  chiefefl:  finners  fet,  ^ 

e'er  fpi^get  their  kind  releafc, 
sft  can  relifh  pard'ning  grace. 

Dver'd  with  a  holy  (hame, 
Pardon'd  criminals  remain ; 
et  their  'fi^edom  they  maintain, 
Their  adoptioil  they  proclaim, 
:tifHng  in  Our  righteoufnefs, 
:arce  does  that  begin  to  ceafe, 
safes  the  tormenting  ftrifc, 
U  within  is  peace  and  life.        ' 


HYMN     CCLXXXV. 

TESUS,  fource  of  my  falvation, 

I     Conqu'ror  of  my  death  and  hell ! 

hou,  who  didft,  as  my  oblation,  , 

Feel  the  pain  that  I  ihould  feel : 

y  the  grcatnefs  of  thy  torment 

bou  haft  pnrchas'd  my  preferment. 

Thoufand,  thoufand,  thanks  to  thee, 

Deareil  Lord  for  ever  be. 

how  bafely  waf^  thoU  ufed, 
Bu£Fetted  and  ipit  upon  ? 


(  840  )  ^ 

Scourg'd  and  tons,  and  forely  bniiTed) 

Thou  the  glorious  Father's  Son  ? 
To  fct  vile  and  finful  wretches. 
Free  from  hell  and  Satan's  clutches ! 
Thoufand,  thoufand,  thanks  to  theei 
Deareft  Lord,  for  ever  be. 

3  Thou  with  more  than  Lamb-like  meekoe(is 

Suffer'dft  death  updn  the  cro(s : 
O  that  my  rebellious  ficknefs 

Had  not  been  the  Fatal  caufe ! 
Thouweit  curd  for  my  tranfgreffing. 
To  reftore  to  me  thy  bleffing. 

Thoufand,  thoufand,  thanks  to  theey 
Dearefl  Lord  for  ever  be. 

4  Lord,  thy  deep  humiliation 

Paid  for  my  prefumptuous  pride; 
Thy  breath's  facred  expiration 
Puts  my  fear  of  death  afidc : 
All  thy  grief  and  fhameful  bondage. 
Does  redound  to  my  advantage. 

Thoufand,  thoufand,  thanks  to  theCi 
Deareft  Lord  for  ever  be. 

5  Lord  I'll  praife  thee  now  and  ever 

For  thy  more  thaii  human  pain, 
For  thy  agonizing  fhiver, 

For  thy  wounds  and  bloody  ftain. 
For  thy  {looping  under  fentence 
Of  eternal  wratn  and  vengeance  : 
For  thy  love,  my  King  divine, 
I  will  DC  for  ever  thine. 


(  34*  ) 


HYMN    CCLXXXVI. 

lOUSAND  times  by  me  be  greeted^ 

Jefus  who  haft  loved  me, 
thyfelf  to  fmart  fubmitted 
:  my  treafons  againfl  thee. 
•  me  how  fweet  it  is, 
1  1  kneel  in  humble  wife, 
thee  and  at  thy  crofs  tarry, 
e  thou  dy'dft  my  foul  to  marry ^ 

me^  O  ray  foul's  Phyfician, 
icnfoe'er  I'm  lick  or  fad  i 
e  woes  of  my  condition 
thy  balfam  be  allay'd  ; 
le  hurts  which  Adam  wrought,, 
lichon  myfelf  I've  brought, 
blood  me  only  cover, 
ftrefs  will  foon  be  over. 


r    M    N    CCLXXXVII L.M, 

''HAT  pains  poor  fouls  go  thro*  to  trace 

The  way  to  peace  and  happinefs, 
;  'tis  on  their  minds  impreft, 
thrift's  the  finncr'sonly  reft  I 

Xj  ^WW 


(  34«} 

2  His  wounds  ftand  open  to  receive 
Such  helplefs  finners  who  believe; 
Thither  I  fly  with  eager  hafte. 
And  kifs  his  crofs,  and  hold  it  faft.. 

.3  His  wounds  to  me  are  very  fweet; 
When  I  fink  down  before  his  feet^ 
As  poor  and  helplefs  then  my  foul 
Melts,  and  his  blood  runs  thro^  the  wbok* 

4  I  can't  ev'n  make  my  own  felf  poor! 
I  get  much  pain,  but  nothing  more : 
Strive  I  in  comforts  to  be  great? 
Inftead  of  joy,  I  mis'ry  meet. 

^  But  when  he  fhews  mc  how  I  rove, 
And  court  tnyjieighboms  praifeand  love, 
How  felf-will  raifes  difcontent, 
Againft  my  Saviour's  government. 

5  When  Satan  tempts,  how  foon  I  ftart ; 
Fafs  by  conviftions  in  my  heart ; 
Let  my  beft  love  and  zeal  abate; 
Fall,  and  my  very  falls  forget, 

7  When  I  fee  this,  I  can't  exprcfs 
What  melting  fhame  and  yet  what  peace, 
Breaks  from  my  foul  on  every  fide, 
Becaufe  for  this  my  Saviour  dy*d. 

8  Thofe  fouls  which  ftray  not  from  their  hca 
Nor  from  the  grace  the  Lamb  imparts, 
They  feel  how  far  extends  his  death, 
And  live  Ihc  Yi^^Yj  ^^^^  ^^  ^-^^^^ 


(  343) 

u  know'ft,  Ibr  tkis  I  tUrft,  injr  Lamb^f 
ive  thi»  Ufe  k  all  m^  aim : 
thor'  too  oft  fell  creeps  beiwee% 
felf  and  all  tbinga  elfe  are  pain» 

il>leat  thy  work|  my  gjracions  King, 
neart  into  that  order  brings 
Lch  thpii  woa&dft  ha^e,  that  aU  in  x»e 
^  to  thy  fceptre  bow  the  knee»: 


1^    M    N     CCLXXXVIII.— L.M. 

Come,  thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God, 
Come  wafh  us  in  thy  cleanfmg  blood ; 
us  to  know  thy  love,  then  pain 
zctj  and  life  or  death  is  |am, 

our  poor  hearts,  and  Idt  them  be 
ver  cIosM  to  all  but  thee : 
thou  our  breads,  and  let  us  wear 
pledge  of  lov«  for  ever  there. 

blefl  are  they,  who  ftill  abide 
(helter'd  in  thy  bleeding  iide  ! 
life  and  (Irength  from  thence  derive^ 
by  thee  move  and  in  thee  live* 

I  are  our  works  bat  fin  and  death 
hou  thy  quick'ning  Spirit  breathe  f  ' 
giv*i]:  thepow^r  thy  grace  to  monrt  ' 
ndrous  grace!  €> boundle&  Lc^nsi t 

X  4  5^wt 


(  344  ) 

5  How  can  it  be,  thou  heav'nly  King, 
That  thou  ihouldft  man  to  glory  bring  ( 
Make  (Uvea  the  partners  of  thy  throne, 
Deck'd  with  a  nevcr>foding  ciown  I 

6  Hence  our  hearts  melt,  our  eyes  o'erflow» 
Our  words  are  loft,  nor  will  we  know, 
Nor  win  we  think  of  ought  belide. 

My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucify'd. 

7  Ah  Lord !  enlarge  our  fcanty  thought; 
To  know  the  wonders  thou  haft  wrought! 
Unloofeour  ftamxn'ring  tongue  to  tell 
Thy  love,  immenfe,  unfearchable. 

8  Firft-born  of  many  brethren  thou, 
To  thee,  \o  I  all  our  fouls  wc  bow ; 
To  thee  our  hearts  and  hands  wc  give, 
Thine  may  we  die,  thine  may  we  live. 


HYMN       C.CLXXXIX. L.  M" 

THE  foul  of  Chrift  me  fandify : 
His  Spirit  feal  me  gracioufly  ; 
His  body  torn  with  many  a  wound, 
That  make  my  ibul  and  body  found. 

The  water  fpouting  from  thy  fide, 
The  ibldier's  fpear  hath  open'd  wide ; 
That  be  my  bath,  and  all  thy  blood 
Cicanfe  me,  and  V>T\n^xcw<^Tvt;»x.iQ  God* 


(  345  ) 

f  blood-fweat  trickling  down  thy  hc^y 
are  my  heart  of  purchas'd  grace  } 
f  crofs,  thy  fuff'nngs  and  thy  paia 
everUfting  ftrength  remain. 

IT  Jefus  grant  me  this  requeft, 
Lc,  hide  me  quite  within  thy  breaft ; 
d  grant  me  in  thy  wounds  to  dwell, 
ure  from  all  the  powers  of  helU 


HYMN       CCXa 

"^HOU  holy,  fpotlefs  Lanjb  of  God! 
Didfl  leave  thy  glorious  bled  abode^ 
In  love  to  (inners  vile, 
llccd  for  all  loft  Adam's  race, 
^o  were  fo  curs*d,  and  dead,  and  bafe,. 
J3ou.nd  fa  ft  hy  Satan's  guile  !. 

Ou  for  their  fake,  who  hated  thee, 
dft  (hed  thy  blood  upon  the  tree. 

Thy  life  for  ours  didft  give ! 
ou  bar'ft  ourcurfe,  our  debt's  now  paid) 
ty  foul  for  fin  an  offering  made ; 

Thou  dy'dft  that  we  might  live* 

lus  thou  haft  bought  us  with  thy  blood  ; 
lat  price  accepted  was  as  good. 
By  God  for  ever  hlels'd  i 


^^ 


(  346  ) 

No  wrath  remains  on  any  one,  , 
That  will  but  come  unto  the  Socv 
And  take  his  righteou(he& 

4  Never  may  1  depart  from  thee ; 

'  Thou  purchased  haft  my  liberty^ 
That  I  may  keep  thy  grace ; 
Thy  wounds  my  glory  is  and  ftrength^ 
My  refuge  Aire  'gainft  fin  and.  deaths 
My  fafe  abiding  place. 

5  Still  feed  me  with  thy  living  fiefh, 
That  bread  will  my  poor  foul  refre(h| 

Whilft  I  remain  below ; 
Give  me  thy  cleanfing  blood  to  drink. 
Which  freely  for*  my  tins  was-fjpilt, 

And  nought  elfe  may  I  know. 


HYMN      CCXCL U  M. 

THANKS !  that  God's  holy  Chrift  hath 
Upon  the  crofs  in  Adam*s  (lead  ; 
And  freed  us  from  the  unhappy  fall : 
Thank  him  for  this  ye  iinners  all. 

Thanks,  that  mankind  hath  fuch  a  Lamb, 
Who  freed  us  from  our  curfe  and  fliame  ! 
Abundant  thanks  that  thro'  his  blood, 
All  that  wc  loft,  is  now  made  good. 


He'soutofheai  ^^^^ 

And  tViat  rt  is  m  ^^^ 

5  Thatthou  orna^y^     ^eerev^Vd,• 
Mev^iihtbyfclfViatt^^^^...        ,, 


/■ 
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,,^  Whence  was  1  o      6     ^^^ 

^odledtotbatkins 
^fjcfusthe  savour,  wh 
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ft  Here  is  the  Lamb's  blood| 

Adorable  good; 
Which  cleans'd  me  from  (in,  tho'  I  long  reas'iuogft 

4  Here's  honour  and  heahh, 
And  durable  weahh^ 

Which  no  thief  can  plunder  by  force  or  by  fte« 

5  O  \  here  I'm  at  reft ; 
No  ill  can  moleft, 

Or  fhould  it  affi^ult  me,  I  feek  my  Lord's  bceafl 

6  Hi*"  ^       ■^*\  his  care, 

I  J.  *hcre:       M*A^ily   x^^t 

In  his  kinc  '  fhall  ever  fhare;    <^{f< 


To'  ^ 

O  .  t; 


t  ■■ 


J 


For  where  aend  e'er  fhall  I  roeel 

8  To  ,e's  done, 

M^  .^ri  he  won, 

Indeed  Pm  not  able,  1*11  let  that  abne^ 

Qi  I  once  was  his  foe. 

But  now  lince  I  know 
That  he  hath  dy'd  for  me,  I  cannot  be  fo« 


HYJ 
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HYMN    CCXCill. G.M. 

MY  deareO:  Lord  I  now  Ank  down, 
And  bow  before  thy  feet ; 
iere  is  my  heart  t^uite  vile  and  bafe, 
And  yet  for  thee  moft  meet. 

•*or  whither  can  I  go,  my  Lord, 

But  only  to  thy  blood  ? 
Vhat  can  make  clean  this  finful  heart  ? 

Nothing  but  that  pure  flood. 

!  thank  thee  for  that  grace  and  light. 
Which  (hews  me  what  I  am  : 
thank  thee  too  for  all  I  know 
Of  thee,  thou  bleiTed  Lamb. 

True,  'tis  but  little  that  I  know 

Of  thee,  and  what  thou  art ; 
)ut  be  thou  pleas'd  to  teach  me  more, 

And  fill  with  love  my  heart. 

3ome  join  with  me  companions  dear, 

No  longer  rob  the  Lamb  : 
3iit  let  us  give  to  him  our  hearts, 

Becaufe  ror  them  he  came. 

:]im  we  may  love  and  love  again. 

Nor  can  we  e'er  exceed, 
>ince  out  of  burning  love  to  us 

He  was  content  to  bleed* 


\ 


(  350  } 


HYMN     CCXCIV. 

1  TVTOW  I  have  found  the  ground,  wherein 
X^  Sure,  my  foul's  anchor  may  remain ; 
The  wounds  of  Jcfus,  for  my  fin 

Before  the  world's  foundation  flain; 
Whofe  mercy  fhall  anlhaken  ftay^ 
When  heav'n  and  earth  fhall  flee  awayt 

2  Jefus,  thy  everlafting  grace 

Our  fcanty  thoughts  furpaiTes  far ; 
Thou  meh'ft  with  parent's  tendcme(S| 

Thy  arms  of  love  flill  open  are ; 
Thy  heart  o'er  fmners  can't  but  break, 
Whether  thy  grace  they  flight  or  take. 

3  O  Love,  thou  bottomlefsabyfs.! 

My  fins  are  fwallow'd  up  in  thee ; 
Cover'd  is  my  unrighteoufnefs, 

From  condemnation  now  I'm  free ; 
While  Jefu's  blood  thro*  earth  and  fkics, 
Mercy,  free  boundlefs  mercy  !  cries. 

^  With  faith  I  plunge  m«  in  this  fea ; 

Here  is  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  reft ! 
Hither,  when  hell  affails,  I'll  flee, 

I'll  look  into  my  Saviour's  breaft : 
Away,  fad  doubts  and  anxious  fear, 
Mercy  is  all  that's  written  there. 


Tho 
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Tho'  waves  and  ftonns  go  o'er  my  head, 

The'  ftrength  and  health  and  friends  be  gone, 
Tho*  joy  §  be  withered  all,  and  dead, 

Tho*  ev'ry  comfort  be  withdrawn : 
Stedfaft  on  this  my  foul  relies, 
Father,  thy  mercy  never  dies. 

Fix'd  on  this  ground  will  I  remain, 
Tlu>'  my  heart  fail  and  flefh  decay ; . 

This  anchor  fhall  my  foul  fuflain, 
When  earth's  foundation  melt  away : 

Mercy's  full  pow'r  I  then  (hall  prove, 

Lov'a  with  an  everlafting  love.   ,    , 

y-  ■ '  >■■'■> 

f     iH     ■  ■       ;■/■  •  ■'      * 


HYMN    CCXCV. L.M. 

OThou  the  faired  of  mankind  ! 
Thy  beauty  flrikes  both  heart  and  mind  ; 
Yet  nothing  is  fo  fair  in  thee, 
As  thy  fweet  form  upon  the  tree« 

/ 

X 

Thy  crofs,  whenever  it  appears, 
It  melts  the  hard  eft  heart  to  tears : 
Its  virtue  no  one  can  exprefs, 
Who  feels  it,  he  feels  happinefs. 

Thy  blood  which  was  fo  freely  fpilt 
For  ev'ry  fmncr's  debt  and  guilr, 
The  nail-holes  and  the  pierced  fide, 
And  ev'ry  ftripe  revive  thy  bride. 


(  35«  ) 

4  Away  ye  painters  with  your  art  I 
The  Spirit  paints  within  my  heart; 
Draws  to  the  life  the  bloody  tree, 
And  lets  me  it,  in  Spirit  fee. 


HYMN      CCXCVI L.  M. 

1  T  X  THEN  fhall  I  gain  my  wedding  drcf% 

V  V     Prepar'd  to  cioath  my  nakednels  ? 
That  robe  fo  white  my  Lord  and  God, 
Befprinkled  with  thy  precious  blood* 

2  Doft  thou  referve  it  gracious  Love, 
To  (hine  and  glory  in  above  ? 

I  want  it  now,  without  a  veft, ' 
I  cannot  be  a  wedding  gueft. 

g  My  carnal  ftafF,  my  worldly  ftay. 
Did  never  folid  help  cqnvey  ; 
My  feeming  fair,  and  felf-fpun  drcfs,' 
Ne'er  cover'd  half  my  nakednefs* 

4  But  now  the  folemn  work  is  done : 
I  put  my  Lord  and  Saviour  on, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft, 
Will  fee  1  never  fhall  be  loft.      - 

5  WhenChrift  our  Life  fhall  once  appear^ 
'Twill  then  be  manifeft  and  clear, 
Whether  or  no  the  fprinkling  blood 

Plath  wafh'd  our  robes  and  kept  them  good? 
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HYMN'  CCXCVII. 

ElSUS,vknit  all  our  hearts  to  thee, 

And  join  us  all  in  one  ; 
din  our  n^eetings  ev'iy  where  «. 
^e  thou  our  aim  alone, 
thou  fole  Monarch  of  our  Hearts ; 
Vlay  we  as  tinners,  lie 
W  at  the  feet  of  thee,  my  Lamb, 
Po  all  eternity. 


^     Y     M    N     CCXCVIII. L.  M. 

^HE  Father  me  proteftsas  God, 

The  Son  doth  wafh  me  in  his  blood, 
e  Holy  Ghoft  me  up  does  train, 
i  I  to  heaven  fhall  attain. 


HYMN      CCXCIX. 
By  Luther. 

)  Head  fo  full  of  bruifes, 
So  full  of  pain  and  fcorn, 
idft  other  fore  abufcs, 
Mock/d  with  a  crown  of  thorn  1 

Y  O  W^^^, 
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'O  ^ea^.  e'cf  rfow  'furrounded 

With  brighteft  majefty, 
Now  pitiably  wounded ! 
Accept  a  kifs  from  me« 

2  Thou  countenance  tranrcendent, 

At  other  times  rever'd 
By  worlds  on  thee  dependent. 

With  fpittle  now  befmear'd ! 
How  art  thou  grown  (o  fallow  ?    • 

Who  has  thofe  gracious  eyes, 
Whofe  radiance  knew  no  fellow^ 

Clouded  in  cruel  wife  ? 

3  Thy  checks  fo  florid  colour, 

'1  hy  lips  once  rofy  grace, 
Pale  death  and  heavy  dolour 

Did  utterly  deface ; 
Did  thy  whole  body  wafted 

To  fuch  a  ftate  reduce, 
That  there  it  lay  exhaufted 

Of  bloom  and  llrength  and  juice» 

4  Now,  Lord,  what  thee  tormented, 

Was  properly  my  load  1 
I  had  the  debt  augmented, 

Which  thou  didft  pay  in  blood. 
Here  ftand  I  blufhing  Tinner^ 

On  whom  wraib  ought  to  light: 
But  now  my  health's  beginner ! 

Thy  grace  falutes  my  fight.    •    * 

J  I'll  here  with  iht^  cotvlmue, 
(Tbo'  poor,  d^^^K^c  xtt^  Tvc<C^ 
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*m  one  of  thy  retinue, 

As  were  I  on  the  fpot 
iVhen,  earning  my  eIe6^ion| 

Thy  heart-firings  broke  in  death) 
?\\  w^it  with  foft  affeftion 
'  And  catch  thy  lateft  breath. 

X  gives  me  folid  pleafure, 

My  heart  does  not  recoil, 
When  I  dive  in  fome  meafure 

Into  thy  pangs  and  toil  : 
if  ea,  could  I,  my  life's  founder ! 

Upon  thy  death  and  crofs 
Vly  own  life  lofe,  up  render, 

Howfw«et  woula  be  the  lofe? 

[thank  thee  with  good  leafon, 

.O  Jefu  friend  in  need ! 
*'or  thy  death's  bitter  feafon, 

To  which  thy  love  agreed, 
^rant  me  to  lean  unfhaken 

On  thy  fidelity, 
Jntil  from  hence  I'm  taken 

The  wounds  themfelvcs  to  fee. 

Vhen  I  (hall  get  p<irmiflion 

To  leave  this  mortal  tent, 
From  pains  and  griefs  difmi (lion) 

Thyfclfjuft  then  prefent; 
ind  let  thy  mouth  expiring 

On  thy  dear  breaft  recline, 
^nd  be  true  life  acquiring 

From  that  phrc'd  heart  of  thine, 

Y  2  9  ^^^^^^^ 
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9  Appear  as  my  Prote6h)r, 

Who  turns  to  joy  all  tears  ; 
My  flefh  and  bone  (no  fpe&e) 

With  all  thy  crofs's  fears : 
While  I  thy  gentle  vifage 

Survey,  how  glad  and  bold, 
Shall  I  receive  the  meflage, 

And  let  my  limbs  grow  cold. 


HYMN     CCC. 

1  /^HRIST,  thy  facrcd  wounds  and  paflion, 
V^^  Bloody  fweat,  crofs,  death,  and  tomb, 
Be  my  daily  meditation, 

Till  I  to  thy  prcfence  come. 
When  a  finful  thought  fhould  ftart, 
Ready  to  feduce  my  heart ; 

Shew  me,  that  'twas  my  pollution 

Caus'd  thy  bloody  execution. 

2  Should  my  bofom  with  lewd  paflion 

Be  enflam'd,  and  burn  to  (in, 
Let  the  thoughts  of  tbine  oblation 

Quench  that  fpreading  hell  within. 
When  the  ferpent  makes  his  way 
To  my  heart,  Lord  !  grant  I  m<iy 

With  thy  crofs  and  crown  of  briar, 

Chafe  from  thence  that  grand  deftroycr. 

J  Would  the  world  w\il\  ^ay  temptation 
Draw  me  to  us  ov^'rv\i\o^\>N^>5  \ 
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Let  me  then  think  on  thy  paflion. 
And  the  load  that  on  thee  lay. 

Sure  the  fweat  and  precious  hlood 

Of  my  dear  expiring  God  ; 
Will  create  in  me  a  paflion 
To  oppofe  arid  fhun  temptation* 

Lord,  in  ev'ry  fore  oppreflion, 
Let  thy  wounds  be  my  relief: 

When  I  feek  thine  interceflion, 
Add  new  ftrength  to  my  belief. 

In  thy  bloody  hands  and  feet 

All  my  grcateft  comforts  meet* 
This  imprinted  demonftration 
Of  thy  love,  be  my  falvation* 

All  my  hope  and  confolation 
Chrift,  is  in  thy  bitter  death : 

In  the  hour  of  expiration, 

Lord,  receive  my  dying  breath. 

By  thine  agony  and  fweat, 

Grant  me,  Lord,  a  fafe  retreat; 
By  thy  glorious  refurreftion 
Raife  thy  lervant  to  perfcftion. 

Chrift,  thy  facred  wqpnds  and  paflion, 
Bloody  fweat,  crofs,  death,  and  tomb^ 

Be  my  daily  meditation. 
Till  I  to  thy  prefence  come ; 

MoR  of  all,  when  I  so  hence. 

Let  this  be  my  confidence, 
That  thy  deep  humiliation 
Was  iopurchafe  my  falvation.- 
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HYMN    CCCI. CM. 

1   QEE  world  upon  the  fhatneful  tree, 
k3     Thy  Life  there  fmks  in  death, ' 
Covered  with  flripes  and  wounds  for  thee^ 
Thy  Saviour  yields  his  breath. 

fl  Behold  his  body  fwims  in  blood ; 
Out  of  his  tender  heart, 
l>eep  fighs  andgroans  he  fends  to  God 
In  his  excemve  fmart, 

3  Thou  Prince  of  glory,  knew'ftno  fin, 

What  caus'd  ihee  then  thy  pain? 
Thou  harmlefs,  undcfil'd,  and  clean, 
What  caus'd  thee  to  be  (lain? 

4  My  fins,  as  num'rous  as  the  fands 

Upon  the  ocean  (hore, 
Have  been  the  cruel  miird*rous  hands 
That  wounded  thee  fo  fore. 

5  Thy  anguifh,  thy  tormenting  pain^ 

And  ev'ry  dreadful  woe, 
Thou  didft  fo  willingly  fuftain, 
My  foul  fhould  undergo. 

6  Thou  on  ihy  fhoulders  tak'ftthc  whole 

To  eale  my  burthen'd  heart : 
Th ou  beat'  ft.  iVit  cux'^e^ vo  >c\^^\ m-^  foul, 
And  hcaVft  m^  vaiX^v  Ok^  ^m-wx. 
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Thy  wondrous  love  to  evidence^ 
Thou  wdu}d!ft  my  (lirety  be : 

Thyfelf  would'ft  pay  my  debt  immenfe^ 
Thereby  to  fct  me  free* 

Thou  art  deiikiu^ion  to  the  grave, 

Dea(th*s  enemy  feverc  ; 
That  each  who  was  before  his  fla^e^ 

Might  now  befkvM  from  fear. 

My  debt  to  thee  dear  wounded  Love^ 
Weak  words  cannot  exprefs: 

I  cannot  here,  if  there  above. 
Shew  proper  thankfulnefs., 

0  Grant  me  but  this  while  I  am  here^ 
(Since  I  can  nothing  give) 
Thy  fiiff 'rings  i|i  my  heart  to  bear, 
And  in  thy  death  to  live ! 


HYMN      CCCII. 

THAT  I  am  thine,  my  Lord  and  God ! 
Sprinklflyd  andranfom'd  by  thy  blood. 
Repeat  that  word  once  more  ! 
With  fuch  an  energy  and  light, 
That  this  world's  flattery  nor  fpight 

To  fhake  me  ever  may  have  powcr^ 

I  From  various  cares  my  heart  redres;, 
Tho*  deep  and  boundlefs  its  dcfues. 
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I'm  now  to  pleafe  but  one : 
He  before  whom  the  elders  bow. 
With  him  is  all  my  buiinefs  now. 

And  with  the  fouls  that  are  his  own« 

3  This  is  my  joy,  {which  ne'er  can  fail) 
To  fee  my  Saviour's  arm  prevail ; 

To  mark  the  fteps  of  grace ; 
How  new-bom  fouls  convinced  of 'fioi 
His  blood  reveal'd  to  them  within. 

Extol  my  Lamb  in  ev'ry  place. 

4  With  thefc  my  happy  lot  is  call! 
Thro'  the  world's  defarts  rude  and  waft^i 

Or  thro'  its  gardens  fair ; 
Whether  the  ftorm  of  malice  fweeps, 
Or  all  in  dead  fupinencfs  deeps ; 

Still  to  go  on  be  my  whole  care, 

5  See  !  the  dear  fheep  by  Jefus  drawn, 
In  blcft  Hmplicity  moves  on  ; 

I  hey  truft  his  Shepherd's  crook: 
Beholders  many  fauhs  will  find, 
But  they  can  guefs  at  Jcfu's  mind, 

Content  if  written  in  his  book. 

6  O  all  ye  wife,  ye  rich,  ye  jiift. 

Who  the  Blood's  doftrine  have  difcufs'd, 

And  judge  it  weak  and  flight : 
Grant  but  I  may  (the  reft's  your  own) 
In  fhame  and  poverty  fit  down 

At  this  one  weV\  ^^tyin^q?  delight ! 


■oMCt 


\tv\'*.^ 
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[efus  ne'er  was  daii?, 
an  make  his  ranfom  vain, 
now  it  heals  no  more ; 
t's  tendernefs  is  fled ; 
rch  he  is  not  head, 
lOrd  of  all,  as  heretofore ; 

refers  my  ftate  to  him) 

ed  I  mufl  efteem, 

(vretched  all  I  do. 

art  throbs !  and  feizes  fail 

lant  which  will  ever  laft; , 

Dws,  it  knows,  thefe  things  are  true. 

;ar  Lord,  in  following  thee, 
dark  uncertainly 
Foot  obedient  move ; 
I  Brother  and  a  King, 
ly  to  his  yoke  will  bring, 
ever  lives  and  ever  loves. 

I  my  Way,  my  Truth,  my  Life  ! 
th  let  forrow,  doubt  and  ft  rife,, 
off  like  autumn  leaves ; 
th  as  privileg'd  by  thee, 
id  undiflrafled  be 
bul  which  to  thy  fceptre  cleaves* 

ly  weary  mind  recline 
eternal  love  of  thine, 
human  thoughts  forget ; 


,        (  36»  ) 

Childlike  attend  what  thou  wil(  %; 
Go  forth  and  do  it  while  'tis  day. 
Yet  never  leavt  my  fweel  retreat* 

12  At  all  times  to  my  fpirit  bear 
An  inward  witne^,  ibft  aad  clear, 

Of  thy  redeeming  pow'r : 
This  will  in{lru6l  thy  child  and  fit,  ^ 
Will  fparkle  forth  whatc'cr  isLright^ 

For  exigence  of  cv'ry  hour, 

13  Thus  all  the  fequel  is  well  weigh'dl 
I  cail  myfelf  upon  thy  aid^ 

A  fea  where  none  can  (ink ; 
Yea,  in  that  fphere  I  ftand,  poor  wonn^ 
Where  thou  wilt  for  thy  name  perforin 

Beyond  whate'r  I  aik  or  think., 


HYMN      CCCIIL 

X  T  X  7H  AT  is  it  wounded  bleeding  Lovcj 
V  V      That  ftrikcs  fo  fenfibly  ? 
*Tis  when  I  view  the  fervent  zeal, 

That  urg'd  thee  on  to  die ; 
And  how  from  that  dear  blood  of  thine^ 

So  freely  (hed  for  me, 
Flows  all  my  happinefs  in  time, 
And  in  eternity. 

Sfi'  01  I  h«tve  laded  oivct  ^^xvd  felt 
The  virtue  o£iVi^  VAoodv 
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lat  fin  had  fpoil'd  and  marr'd  throughout. 

Throughout  that  makes  all  good ; 

s  fix'd  then  deeply  in  ray  heart, 

£ras*d  it  ne'er  can  be, 

at  at  th*  expence  of  all  thy  blood 

['m  nowredeem'd  and  free. 

gaping  bloody  wounds,  to  me 
iow  dear  are  ye  and  fweet ! 
^ou  IVe  found  for  evermore 
i  fare,  and  fafe  retreat ; 
IV  willingly  I  own  myfelf 
»u^  dufl  and  afhes  vile ; 
lileyet  I'm  nothing  lefs  than  this, 
"^he  Lamb's  triumphant  fpoiL 

ly  frail  nature  chance  to  flip 

leyond  the  proper  bounds, 

)u  know'ft,  O  Lord  !  what  fmart  it  gives  i 

low  grievoufly  it  wounds  ! 

:h  eager  hade  I  therefore  fly, 

Lnd  fafe  for  ever  hide 

:hin  the  holes  of  thy  dear  wounds, 

V^ithin  thy  pierced  fide. 

'  fufF'rings  then,  and  bloody  death 
ly  heart  fhall  e'er  retain ; 
i  earneflly  Tli  fhun  what  gives 
^oth  thee,  and  me  fuch  pain  : 
nothing  now  in  all  the  world, 
fowc'er  fo  feemin^  nice, 
I  yield  me  any  farther  joy, 
fought  but  my  ranfom  price. 


^Qi 


*       •         * 

6  Our  hearts  (iiik  down  in  tender  lote 

Of  thee,  thou  deareft  Lamb  1 
How  we  may  wholly  live  to  thee^ 

This,  this  is  all  our  aim : 
Proted:  each  member  of  thy  flock. 

Let  us  ftout  warriors  be  ;. 
And  one  more  favour  we  would  aik, 

O  make  us  Lambs  like  thee  t 

7  For  ever  then  remain  engrav'd 

Deep  in  our  hearts  recefsl 
And  whom  in  heart  we  .ib  much  Idfe 

O  let  our  mouth  confefs ! 
That  fo  each  fheep  of  all  thy  fold, 

£v'n  'till  the  judgment-day, 
May,  on  his  finner^foreheadl,  fliU 

Thy  fcal  confefs'd  difplayr 


HYMN    CCCIV. 

The  New  jferufalemw 

t     A  WAY  with  our  forrow  and  fear,' 
XjL     We  foon  fliall  lecovcr  our  home ; 
The  city  of  faints  {hall  appear. 

The  day  of  eternity  come ! 
From  earth  we  (hall  qaickly  remove. 

And  mount  to  our  native  abode  ; 
The  houfe  of  our  Father  above, 

The  palace  oi  Kiv^€V^  ^w^  Ciod* 


(  3^5  J 

r  mourning  is  all  at  an  end, 

^hcn  raifcd  by  the  life-giving  word; 

s  fee  the  new  city  defcend, 

\dorn'd  as  a  bride  for  her  Lord ; 

e  city  fo  holy  and  clean, 

^o  forrow  can  breathe  in  the  ^ir, 

»  gloom  of  aiHi£lion  or  fin,    . 

^o  fliadow  of  evil  is  there. 

faith  we  already  behold, 
That  lovely  Jerufelem  here, 
ir  walls  are  of  jafper  and  gold, 
As  cryftal  her  buildings  are  clear  ; 
■tnoveably  founded  in  grace, 
She  (lands  as  (he  ever  hath  (lopd ; 
id  brightly  her  builder  difplays, 
And  flames  with  the  glory  of  God. 

>  need  of  the  fun  in  that  day, 
Which  never  is  folio w'd  by  night, 
"^here  Jefus's  beauties  difplay 
A  pure  and  a  permanent  light: 
le  Lamb  is  their  light  artd  their  fun, 
And  lo  by  refleftion  they  (hine, 
^ith  Jefus  ineffably  one, 
And  bright  in  effulgence  divine. 

he  faints  in  his  prefence  receive 

Their  great  and  eternal  reward, 
1  Jefus,  in  heaven  they  live. 

They  reign  in  the  fmiles  of  their  Lord, 
he  flame  of  angelical  love. 

Is  kindled  at  Jefus's  face, 
.hd  all  theFr  enjoyment  above 

ConGIis  in  the  rapturous  saze. 


A 

A 
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HYMN      CCCV. 

t  TTTOULD  you  be  well  all  over? 
V  V       Then  go  to  Jefus  Chrift, 
And  lee  his  blood  you  cover,. 

Come  only  undifguis'd; 
Come,  poor  and  miferable, 

Ev'n  juft  fo  as  vou  are  j 
YouMI  find  that  fic  is  able 
All  lofles  to  repair. 

fi  By  being  griev'd  and  vexed 

That  you  ftill  are  fo  bad, 
You  may  be  long  perplexed; 

But  if  Chrift's  blood  you  had. 
You  foon  would  be  all  gladnefs 

Thro'  his  great  facrifice, 
And  lofe  that  peevifh  fadnefs ; 

His  ranfom  doesfufficc. 

3   His  wounds  are  open  fountains 

To  wafh  you  white  all  o'er; 
And  were  your  (ins  like  mountains, 

Nay,  as  the  fands  on  (hore,  * 
They're  all  aton'd  and  paid  for 

By  Ghrift's  all-faviiig  blood  : 
What  fhould  it  be  dclay'd  for? 

Come  to  your  bleeding  God  ! 


b 
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•    M    N      CCCVI L.M. 

I 

jht  my  lot  be  caft  with  thefc,  , 
;  leaft  of  Jefu's  witncffes! 
/  Lord  would  count  me  meet 
lis  deat  difciple'j  feet ! 

r  thing  do  I  require, 

)w*ft  *iis  all  my  heart's  defirc, 

lat  1  receive  to  give, 

nt  of  thy  church  to  live. 

lowly  Lord  to  go, 

'  upon  his  church  belowj 

5  grace  to  angels  giv'n, 

5  the  Royal  heirs  of  heav'n. 

now  thy  drawings  feel, 
iccording  to  thy  will, 
the  pray'r,  the  feal  impart, 
k'thc  anfwer  to  my  heart. 

or  thou  fhalt  never  go, 
ay'r  is  heard,  it  fhall  be  fo ;'' 
I  hath  pafs'd  thy  lips,  and  I, 
[1  thy  people  live  and  die* 


HYMN 
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HYMN      CCCVII. 

WHATEVER  nature's  hand  h^giv'n, 
Rcje^  or  never  hope  for  heav'n ; 
Her  vices,  virtues  bicS  depan, 
And  root  her  wifdom  from  thy  heart : 
Her  rJEhteoufnefs,  fure  fourceofpridc, 
Cafl  liice  a  filthy  rag  afide  ; 
Thus  naked  wait  in  hope  to  prove, 
Thar,  new  creation  from  above  ; 
Then  angels  fhall  their  brother  own, 
And  God  himfelf  (hall  call  thee  Ton  ! 


H     Y     M     K       CCCVni. 

1  A    RISE  ye,  who  are  captive  led, 

Xjl  Complain  no  more,  for  Chriftour  head 

From  ev'ry  (in  relieves ; 
Redemption  he'll  to  none  deny, 
His  precious  name  is  Jtfui  :  why  ? 

He  faves  whoe'er  believes, 

2  When  floods  of  wrath  divine  arofe, 
When  heav'n  and  earth,  and  hell  were  foes, 

My  Jefus  prov*d  a  friend; 
His  bleeding  wounds  a  fhclt'ring  place, 
A  refuge  lUre  in  my  difgrace, 

His  blood  ?tom  \e.Y\^Q^^u^^^c.\^^Tv'd, 
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The  Holy  One  for  all  made  (in,  * 
Nail'd  to  the  crofs  mj  foul  to  win, 

His  blood  He  freely  fpilt; 
And  h6w  his  righteoufnefs  divine. 
Imputed  to  my  faith  is  mine, 

Removing  (in  and  guilt. 

He  kindly  took  our  flefh  and  blood. 
Now  without  hlulh  his  brotherhood. 

His  ftock  and  kindred  owns  ; 
His  God  our  God  and  Father  is, 
What  glorijous  privilege  is  this. 

To  his  redoemed  ones  1 

Acquainted  he  with  deeped  grief. 
Our  forrows  bore,  and  as  a  thief 

Hung  on  th'  accurfed  tree; 
In  him  the  faired  Son  of  men, 
Nor  form  nor  comlinefs  were  feen : 

O  depth  of  myftery ! 

The  Judge  of  all  condemned  was 
To  death  ;  to  gain  our  woful  caufe, 

The  Prince  of  life  was  flain  : 
The  Lord  delighted  in  his  death. 
And  would  have  every  foul  by  faith 

Salvation  to  obtain* 

Tlie  Son,  the'  on  the  Godhead's  throne. 
Will  ne'er  difclaim  his  flefh  and  bone, 

Z  But, 

*  2  Cor,  v^  21. 


(  37°  )     ' 

But,  like  a  tender  nurfe, 
Thefucklings  feed  with  breafts  of  love. 
And  fhowV  his  mercies  from  above; 

For  he's  the  living  fource. 

8  His  ptomifes  he  cannot  break, 
Never  a  helplefs  foul  forfake, 

For  life  and  blood  he  pawn'd ; 
Tho'  dorms  and  waves  wi:n  fury  beat, 
Yea,  ev'n  in  fi'ry  trials  heat, 

The  rocks  unfhaken  Hand". 

g   7ehovah*s  ftrength  with  me  abides, 
While  Chrift  himfelf  in  me  relides, 

Immanutl^  God  with  us  : 
Let  Satan  roar,  let  hell  aiTail, 
The  Bridegroom's  heartcan  never  fail, 
The  ferpent's  head  hc*ll  bruife, 

lo  Rejoice,  ye  heav'ns,  and  earth  reply  I 
With  praife,  ye  Tinners,  fill  the  (ky, 

All  grace  his  death  procures; 
Your  woes  with  bleffings  are  exchanged. 
You  in  his  children's  order  rang'd, 

Eternal  life  is  yours. 


HYMN        CCCIX S.  M. 


X 


MY  foul  repeat  his  praife, 
Whofe  mercies  are  fo  greats 

Whofe  anger  is  (b  (low  to  rife, 
-  So  ready  to  ab^^l^* 


^^^ 


(  37».  ) 

Higk  as  tbe  heav'ns  are  raised 
Above  the  ground  we  tread, 
So  far  the  riches  of  his"  grace  ' 
Our  highefl  thoughts  exceed* 

The  pity  of  the  Lord, 
To  thofe  that  fear  his  name, 
Is  fuch  ^s  tender  parents  feel? 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame* 

Our  days  are  as  the  grafs, 
Or  like  the  taorhing  flower ; 
Xf  one  (harp  blail  •(Weeps  o'er  the  field^ 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 

But  thy  compaf&ons,  Lord, 
To  endlefs  years  endure  5 
And  children's  children  ever  find 
Thy  word  of  promife  furc. 


HYMN    CCCX.^ CM. 

>  'T'HE  Lord  fupplies  his  people's  need, 
•  •*•      Jehovah  is  his  name ; 
in  pafturcs  frclh  he  makes  tjjcm  feed 
■^cfide  the  living  ftrcam. 

f^^'iiigs  their  wand'ring  fpirits  back, 
4  Tp^n  they  forfakc  his  ways, 
J    -'^acis  them  for  his  mercy's  fake 
^^^thsof  truth  and  gxdLQ^^ 

Z  2  ^"WYvWi 


(  87«  ) 

3  "Whten  the;^  walk  thro*  the  ihades  of  deidi, 

His  preience  is  their  ftay ; 

A  word  of  hisfupporting  breath 

Drives  all  their  fears  away. 

4  His  hand  in  fight  of  all  their  foes 

Doth  dill  their  table  fpread. 
Their  cup  with  blefliog^  overflows^ 
His  oil  anoints  their  head« 

5  The  fure provifions  of  our  God, 

Attend  us  ail  our  <days : 
O  may  his  hoiUe  be  our  abodc^ 
And  all  our  work  his  praifei 


HYMN      CCCXI. CM. 

1  /^  For  an  heart  to  praife  my  God ! 
\w^     An  heart  from  guilt  fet  free, 

An  heart  that's  fprink led  with  the  blood 
So  freely  fpilt  for  me! 

2  An  heart  refign'd,  fubmiflive,  meek, 

My  dear  Redeemer's  throne, 
Where  only  Chrifl  is  heard  to  fpcak, 
Where  Jefus  reigns  alone. 

3  An  humble,  lowly,  contrite^  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean, 
Which  nellheiVife  tvor  death  can  part 
From  blmlWlAy«t\\%>w\xh3«i:L% 


(373) 

An  hearj;  in  cv'iy  thought  renewed;. 

And  fiird  with  love  divm€, 
PerfeS:,  and  righty.and  pure^  and  good, 

A  copy,  Lord,  of  thine.. 

Thy  tender  heart  is  ftill  the  fame, 

And  melts  at  human  woe : 
Jefu,  for  thee  diftreft  I  am, 

£  want  thy  love  to  know* 

• 

Thy  natuse,  gracious  Lord^  impart, 

Come  quickly  froiri  above, 
Write  thy  new  name  upon  my  heart, 

Thy  new,,  beft'  name  of  Love*. 


HYMN       CCCXIL 

SON  of  God !  thy  bleffing  grant, 
'  Still  fupply  my  cv'ry  want. 
Tree  of  life  thy  influence  fhed,         * 
Why  thy  lap  my  fpirit  feed  1 

Tend'refl:  branch,  alas !  am  I^ 
Wither  without  thee,  and  die :. 
y/eak  as  helplefs  infancy — 
O-  confirm  my  foul  in  thee  I 

Unfuaain'd  by  thee  I  fall,. 
Send  the  ftrength  for  which  I  call ;. 
Weaker  than  a  bruilied  reed, 
Help  X  every  mument  need.. 

Z3,  A.fea 


(  874  ) 

4  All  my  hopes  on  thee  depend. 
Love  me  f  fave  me  to  the  end ! 
Give  me  the  qontinuing  grace— « 
Take  the  everlafting  praife  1 


HYMN    CCCXIII.— L,  M. 

1  TD  EFORE  Jehovah*swiiM\  throne, 
J3     Ye  nations  bow  with  facred  joy. 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone  i 
He  can  create,  and  he  deftroy* 

«  His  fov 'reign  pow*r,  Without  our  aid, 
Made  us  of  clay,  and  form'd  us  men ; 
And  when  like  wand'ring  (heep  we  ftray^i 
He  brought  us  to  his  fold  again. 

^  We'll  cro\yd  thy  gates  with  thankful  (bng9, 
High  as  the  heav'ns  our  voices  raife; 
And  earth  with  her  ten  thou  land  tongues 
Shall  £11  thy  courts  with  founding  praife* 

4  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command, 
Vaft  as  eternity  thy  love, 
Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  muft  (land, 
Whea  rolling  years  (hall  ceafe  to  move* 


hymh 


• 


(  375  ) 


I    V    M    N     CCCXIV. 

L,  yc  humble  finner-train, 

Is  for  whom  the  Lamb  was  flain, 

let  us  ^ife  our  voice : 

:  reafon  to- rejoice. 

g,  with  faints  in  heav'n, . 

r'd,  and  (insforgiv'd ; 

d  eternal  laud 

incarnate  God;. 

c  up  with  faith,  and  fee 
bled  for  you  «ind  me, 

his  glorious  throne, 
ig  for  kis  own. 

Chriftians  have  to  fear 
ly  view  their  Saviour  there? 
nquifti'd,  heav'n  appeas*d; 
roncil'd,  and  pleas'd, 

1  dangers  may  bcfet ;  - 
ebuttrav*ilersyct. 
y  indeed  is  hard, 
p  a  conftant  guard,, 
ted  up  with  air, 
ted  to  defpaifj 
!eping  Chrift  in  view;, 
ring  us  fafely  thro*. 


(376) 


HYMN     CCCXV. 

1  /^  Ycfonsofmcnbc  wife: 
V>/  Trufl:  no  longer  dreams  and  lies* 
Out  of  Chrift,  Almighty  pow'r 
Can  do  nothing  but  devour. 

2  When  the  bleffed  Jcfus  died,. 
God  was  clearly  juftified : 
Sin  to  pardon  without  blood. 
Never  in  his  nature  ftood,  < 

3  Worftiip  God  then  in  his  Son : 
There  he's  Love,  and  there  alone. 
Think  not  that  he  will,  or  may 
Pardon  any  other  way. 

4  See  the  fuff'ring  Son  of  God, 
Panting  !  groaning  !  fweating  blood! 
Brethren,  this  had  never  been, 
Had  not  God  detelled  fm. 

5  Be  his  mercy  therefore  fought 
In  the  way  himfelf  has  taught. 
There  his  clemency  is  fuch, 
We  can  never  truft  too  much. 

6  He  that  belter  knows  than  we, 
Bids  us  all  to  Jefus  flee 
Humbly  take  him  at  his  word  ; 

And  your  fouk  ftv^WVA^^*  vV^^^^^-     ^XU^ 


\« 


(  377  ) 


I    Y    M    N      CCCXVI. 

H  we  talk  of  Jcfu's  bloody 
it  how  little^s  underflood ! 
brings  fo  intenfe 
ave  ne  pcrfeft  fenfe. 
I  rightly  comprehend- 
rinningi  or  their  end  I 
od,  and  God  alone, 
r  weight  is  fully  known. 

ideous  monfter,  fin, 

:urfe  haft  thou  brought  in  ? 

on  groans  thro'  thee, 

caufe  of  mifery  \. 

ft  ruin'd  wretched  man,^ 

:e  the  world  began ; 

I  God  a£li6led  too ; 

lefs  than  that  would  do*. 

/e  then  rejoice  indeed  ? 
It  from  thee  we're  freed» 
iufteft  caufe  to  grieve 
lou  wilt  to  us  cleave. 
«ves  us  fropi  thy  guilt : 
hink  whofe  blood  was  fpilt* 
ear,  or  feel,  or  fee, 
raife  our  hate  to  thee. 


i^l^«^^>{ 


-i 


^  Dearly  are  we  bought ;  for  God 
Bought  us  with  his  own  heart's  bloocL 
Boundleis  depths  of  love  divine  I . 
Jefus,  what  a  love  was  thine  1 
Tho'  the  wotiders  thou;  haft  done 
Are,  as  yet,  fo  little  "known; 
Here  we  fis^  and  coinfbrt'>cake  ;;. 
Jefijs.  died  for  (ianen*  fake. 


H    Y    M   >J    GGCXVU* — JS^VU- 

1  /^ OME,  Holy  Spirit,  come  ; 
V-^  Let  thy  bright  beams  arife, 

■    Difpel  the  darknefs  from  our  minds;. 
And  open  all  our  eyes., 

2  Chear  our  defponding  hearts^ 
Thou  heav'fily  Paraclete ; 

Give  ub  to  lie,  with  humble  hope^> 
At  our  Redeemer's  feeL 

■  • 

3  Revive  our  drooping  faith ; 
Our  doubts  and  fears  remove ; 

And  kindle  in-our  breafts  the  flames 
Of  never-dying  love. 

4  Convince  us  of  our  fin ; 
Then  lead  to  Jefu's  blood: 

And  to  our  wond'ring  view  reveal. 
The  fccict  \ov^  o^  God* 


(  379  ) 

Shew  us  that  loving  man, 
'l^hat  rules  the  courts  of  blifS} 
The  Lordof  Hods,  the  mighty  Gody 
Th'  eternal  Prince  of  peace.. 

'Tis  thine  to  cleanfe  the  hear^ 
To  fanftify  the  foul^ 
To  pour  f  refli  life  on  ev'ry  part. 
And  new  create  the  whole. 

Dwell  therefore  in  our  hearts ; 
Our  minds  from,  bondage  free : 
fhen  ihall  we  know,  an4  praife,  and  loye,. 
The  Father,  Son,  ^nd  tlaee.. 


HYMN     CCCXVIII CM. 

Chrifl  very  Man  and  God, 

A  Man  there  is,  a  real  man, 
With  wounds  ftill  gaping  wide, 
(From,  which,  rich  ftreams  of  blood  once  ran) 
In  hands  and  feet  and  lide. 

(Tis  no  wild  fancy  of  our  braihsi 

No  metaphor  wefpeak  : 
The  fame  dear  man  in  heav*h  now  reigns. 

That  fuffer'd  for  our  fake.  J 

This  wond'rous  man,  of  whom  we  tell, 

Is  true  Almighty  God  : , 
He  bought  our  fins  from  death  and  hell v 

The  price  his  own  heart's  blood; 


(38*>) 


iiM' 


4  That  hum^n  heart  he  ftill  retamSi 

Tho'  thron'd  in  highcft  hlifs ; 
And  feels  each  tempted  membey's  paint:: 
For  our  affli^on's  hU. 

5  Come  then,  repenting  (inner,  eome ; 

Approach  with  humble  faith  : 
Owe  what  thou  wilt,  the  total  iom 
Is  canceird  by*  his  death. 

6  His  blood  can»  cleanfe  the  blaGkeft  foul ; 

And  wa(h  our  guilt  away^ 
He  ihall  prefent  us  f«und  and  whole 
In  that  tremendous  day* 


H     Y     M     N      CeCXIX. 

1.    TESUS  is  our  God  and  Saviour, 

I      Guide,  and  counfellor,  and  friend,. 
Bearing  all  your  mifbehaviour, 
Kind,  ana  loving  to  the  end. 
Trufthim  ;  he  will  not  deceive  us, 

Tho*  we  hardly  of  him  deem ; 
He  willnever,  never  leave  us; 
Nor  will  let  us  quite  leave  hinu. 

2  View  him  in  the  doleful  garden ;. 
View  him  on  the  bloody  tree, 
Dearly  purchaCin^  a  ^pardon. 
For  his  pcoigYc,  ^uX\  ^xv^  l\t^. 


^* 


(  38i  ) 

whim  n©w  in  heaven  (itting, 
nterceding  for  us  there, 
a  moment  intermitting 
lis  companion  and  his  care. 

hing  but  thy  blood,  O  Jefus, 
)an  relieve  us  from  our  fmart ; 
hing  elfe  from  guilt  releaie  us; 
Nothing  elfe  can  melt  the  heart. 
/  and  terrors  do  but  harden, 
i\\  the  while  they  woA  alone ; 
a  fenfe  of  blood-bought  pardon 
oon  diifolves  a  heart  of  done; 

tly  to  thys  garden  lead  us, 

"o  behold  thy  bloody  fweat : 

9'  thou  from  the  curfe  haft  freed  us, 

<»ct  us  not  thy  CO  ft  forget, 

thy  groans  and  cries  rehearfed, 

iy  the  Spirit,  in  our  ears ; 

I  we,  viewing  whom  we  pierced, 

delt  in  fympathetic  tears. 


HYMN      CCCXX. 

lOME,  ye  Chriftians,  fing  thepraifes 
/     Of  your  condefcendmg  God; 
me,  and  hymn  the  holy  Jelus, 
A^ho  hath  wafh'd  us  in  his  blood* 


X^t 


{2^> 

We -are  poor,  and  weak,  and  filty^ 

And  to  ey'iy  evil  prone ; 
Yet  our  Jcfus  loves  us  freely. 

And  receives  tts.for  his  own* 

s  The'  we're  mean  in  man's  opinioni 

He  hath  made  us  priefls  and  kings; 
Pow'r,  and  glory,  and  dominion 

To  the  Lamb  the  finner  lings. 
Leprous  iouls,  unfound  and  fi  Itby, 

Come  before  him  as  you  are : 
^8  the  fick  man,  not  the  healthy, 

Needs  the  good  Phyfician's  care* 

3  Oh  !  beware  of  fondly  thinking 

God  accepts  thee  for  thy  tears : 
Ate  the  fhipwreck'dfav'dby  fmking? 

Can  the  ruin'd  rife  by  fears  ? 
Oh  !  beware  of  truft  ill-grounded  : 

'Tis  but  fancied  faith  at  moft, 
To  be  cur'd,  and  not  be  wounded  ; 

To  be  fav'd,  before  you're  loft* 

4  No  big  words  of  ready  talkers, 

No  dry  doftrine  will  fuffice  : 
Broken  hearts,  and  humble  walkers, 

Thefe  are  dear  in  Jefu's  eyes* 
Tinkling  founds  of  difputation, 

Naked  knowledge  all  are  vain  : 
Ev'ry  ioul,  that  gains  falvation, 


Muft  and  (hail  be  born  again* 


VlXU\ 


( 383  > 


HYMN'  CCCXXl, C.  M. 

^  RETHREN,  thofe  who  come  to  blift, 
J     Come  thro*  fore  temptations; 
t  us  all,  rememb'ring  this, 
?ray  for  faith  and  patience, 

i  the  fufPring  ohurch  of  Chrift, 
G^ather'd  from  all  quarters : 
I  contained  in  that  red  lift, 
Were  not  murdered  martyrs. 

ints  who  feel  the  load  of  fin. 

Yet  come  off  viQ:orious,  ^ 

ffcr  martyrdom  within ; 

rho'  it  feems  lefs  glorious. 

le  Holy  Ghofl:  will  make  the  foul 
Feel  its  fad  condition  ; 
r  the  Tick,  and  not  the  whole, 
Need  the  good  Phyfician. 

'that mighty  multitude. 
Who  of  life  were  winners, 
lis  we  fafely  may  conclude, 
All  were  wretched  linners.         , 

1  were  loathfome  in  God's  tight, 

Till  the  blood  of  Jefos 

'afh'd  their  robes,  and  made  them  white  : 

•Now  they  Jjn^  his  praifcs* 

/  7  "LVx-^j 


(384) 

7  Ev^ry  kindred,  tongue,  and  tribe, 

From  their  tribulation 
Stand ;  and  to  the  Lamb  afcribe 
All  their  free  falvation. 

8  Let  us  like  wife  laud  the  Lamb : 

And  in  all  affliftion, 
Count  our  cafe  with  theirs  the  lame. 
Without  contradid:ion. 


HYMN    ccc:??xn. 

CHRIST  is  the  friend  of  finncrs:' 
Be  that  forgotten  never. 

A  wounded  foul, 

And  not  a  whole, 
Becomes  a  true  believer. 
To  fee  lin,  fmarts  but  flightly ; 
To  own  with  lip-confeflion, 

Is  ealier  ftill ; 

But  oh  !  to  feel, 
Cuts  deep  beyond  expreflion. 

Truft  not  to  joyous  fancies. 
Light  hearts,  or  fmooth  behaviour. 

■   Sinners  can  fay 
(And  none  but  they) 

Precious  is  the  Saviour !" 


( 385 ) 

Then  hail,  ye  happy  mourners, 
How  bleft  your  date  to  come  is ! 

Ye  foon  will  meet 

With  domfort  fweet ; 
It  is  the  Lord's  own  promife. 

g  The  contrite  heart  and  broken 
iGod  will  not  give  to  ruin. 
.  This  facrifice 

He'll  not  defpife ; 
For  'tis  his  Spirit's  doing. 
Then  hail,  ye  happy  mourners : 
Who  pafs  thro'  tribulation. 

Sin's  filth  and  guilt, 

PerceivM  and  felt, 
Make  known  God's  great  falvatxon. 

^   Dry  doftrinc  cannot  fave  us, 
Blind  zeal,  or  falfe  devotion. 

The  feebleft  pray'r. 

If  faith  be  there, 
Exceeds  all  empty  notion. . 
Then  hail,  ye  happy  mourners; 
Ye  will  at  laft  be  winners. 

By  Jefu's  blood, 

The  righteous  God 
Is  reconcil'd  to  Tinners. 


A  A  HYMN 


1 
1 


(S86) 

HYMN    CCCXXIII. CM. 

For  a  Public  Faft. 

1  T    ORD,  look  on  all  aflembled  here ; 
JLj     Who  in  thy  prefencc  fland, 
To  ofFer  up  ynitcd  pray'r 

For  this  our  (inful  land. 

2  Oft  have  wc,  each  in  private,  pray'd 

Our  country  might  find  grace, 
Now  hear  the  fame  petitions  made 
In  this  appointe^i  place. 

3  Or,  if  amongft  us  fome  be  met. 

So  carelefs  of  their  fin, 
They  have  not  cry'd  for  mercy  yet; 
Lord,  let  them  now  begin. 

4  Thou,  by  whofe  death  poor  finner^-live, 

By  whom  their  pray'rs  fucceed, 
Thy  Spirit  of  fupplication  give, 
And  we  fhall  rrav  indeed. 


5  We  will  not  flack  ;  nor  give  thee  reft ; 

But  importune  thee  lb. 
That,  till  we  Ihall  be  by  thee  bleft, 
We  will  not  let  thee  go. 

6  Great  God  of  hofls,  deliv'rance  bring, 

Guide  thofe  that  hold  the  helm  ; 
Support  the  {laite  •,  ^referve  the  king ; 
And  fparc  i\\e  ^v^v\\.>j  \t^m* 


A^ 
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Or  fhould  the  dread  decree  be  paft, 
And  we  muft  feel  thy  rod ; 

May  faith  and  patience  hold  us  fad 
To  our  correfting  God. 

Whatever  He  our  deftin'd  cafe, 

Accept  us  in  thy  Son. 
Give  us  hisgofpel,  and  his  grace : 

And  then  thy  will  be  done. 


HYMN    CCCXXIV.-— CM. 

WHEN  I,  by  faith,  my  Maimer  fee 
In  wcaknefs  and  diftrefs, 
Brought  down  to  tb^at  fad  date  for  me, 
Which  angels  can't  exprefs. 

When  that  great  God,  to  whom  I  go  ^• 

For  help,  amaz'd,  1  view 
By  fin  and  forrow  funk  as  low 

As  I — and  lower  too. 

(For  all  our  fins  we  his  may  call. 

As  he  fuftain'd  their  weight. 
How  huge  the  heavy  load  of  all ; 

When  only  mine's  fo  great !) 

Then,  ravifli'd  with  the  rich  belief 

Of  fuch  a  love  as  this, 
I'm  loft  in  wonder,  melt  with  griof, 

And  faint  beneath  the  blifs. 

Aa   2  5\jOX^, 


(  888  ) 

'5  Uord,  help  a  worthlcfs  wonn  §6  weak 
He  can  do  nothing  idod ; 
May  ail  I  a&,  or  think,  or  fpeak. 
Be  fprinkled  with  thy  blood*    . 


HYMN       GCCXXV. 

1  1^  RACIOUS  God,  thy  children  keep. 
VX  Jc^u>»  guide  ithy  filly  fheep* 

Fix,  oh !  fix  our  fickle  fouls. 
Lord,  dired  us ;  we  are  fools. 

ft 

2  Bid  us  in  thy  care  confide. 
Keep  us  near  thy  wounded  fide. 
From  thee  let  us  never  ftir ; 

For  thou  know'ft  how  foon  we  err. 

3  Lay  lis  now  hefore  thy  feet, 
Safe  from  pride  and  felf-conceit. 
Be  the  language  of  our  fouls; 

**  Lord,  proteft  us^  we  are  fools.** 

4  We  are  fools ;  but  thou  sft  wife>' 
Son  of  David,  ope  our  eyes. 

Hold  thy  Lambs  fecure  from  harms 
In  thy  everlafting  arms. 

5  Oh  !  defend  thy  purchased  flock. 
See  th*  infulting  IJkmad's  mock. 
Guard  us  from  a  '^•otld  of  fin ; 

Foes  without,  aud  Nfo\\^  >»\j^t\v 


.*  - 


^\5 
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6  Dang'rous  dodrines  from  withouty. 
Lyes,  and  errors^  round  about; 
From  within  a  treach'rous  hearty 
Prone  to  take  the  tempter's  part. 

7  Look  upon  the  unequal  war; 
Saviour,  do  not  go  too  fan 
Crafty  is  the  foe  and  flrong  j 
Saviour,  do  not  tarry  long. 

8  By  thy  word  we  fain  would  ftecr ; 
Fain  thy  Spirit's  diftates  hear. 
Save  us  from  the  rocks  and  fhelves  : 
Save  us  chiefly  from  ourfelves. 

9  Never,  never,  may  we  dare 
What  we're  not  to  fay  we  are. 

'   Make  us  well  our  vilenefs  know  : 
Keep  us  very,-  very  low. 

10  May  we  all  our  wills  relign, 
Quite  abforpt  and  loil  in  thine. 
Let  us  walk  by  thy  right  rules. 
Lord,  in{lru8:  us;  we  are  fools. 


HYMN     CCCXXVL 

GREAT  High-Prieft,  we  view  thee  (looping,. 
With  our  names  upon  thy  breaft, 
In  the  garden,  groaning,  drooping, 
To  the  ground  with  horrors  ipie&* 


(  89o) 

Weeping  anrels  ftood  confounded 
To  behold  thor  Maker  thus : 

And  tan  we  remain  unwounded. 
When  we  know  'twas  all  for' us  ? 

t  On  the  cfbfs  thy  body  broken 

Cancels  ev'ry  penal  tie. 
Tempted  fouls,  produce  this  token 

AU-  demands  to  (atisfy* 
All  isfinifh'd;  do  not  aoubt  it. 

But  believe  your  dying  Lord : 
Never  reafon  more  about  it  ; 

Only  take  him  at  his  word« 

3  Lord,  we  fain  would  truft  thee  folely : 

'Twas  for  us  thy  blood  was  fpilt. 
Bruifed  Bridegrooid,  take  us  wholly ; 

Take,  and  make  us  what  thou  wilt* 
Thou  haft  borne  the  bitter  fentence 

Paft  on  man's  devoted  race : 
True  belief,  and  true  ^repentance 

Are  thy  gifts,  thou  God  of  grace. 


HYMN     CCCXXVII. 

The  mjh. 

1  TF  duft  and  afhes  might  prefume, 
X     Great  God  to  talk  to  thee ; 
If  in  thy  pretence  catv  \>t  towsv 
forcrawUn5V?otm^\Ss.^xaft\ 
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• 

would  my  toijh  prcfent ; 
lies  I  have  none ; 
;(ires  are  now  content 
:ompriz'd  in  one.^  * 

ot  fuc  for  length  of  days  j  '  , 

lour,  or  for  wealth  ; 

which  far  furpaffeth  thefe, 

Tupted  health. 

lot  afk,  a  monarch's  heir, 

nfellor  to  be : 

vifdom  I  would  {hare, 

)bler  pedigree* 

lor  ftrength  would  I  requell; 
either  I  contemn : 
a  petition  to  be  bled 
\rhat  tranfcendeth  them, 
bat  angels  might  convey 
il  this  night  to  heav'n : 
with  patience  I  can  day, 
ill  my  tin's  forgiv'n. 

d  I  crave  in  higheft  ftate 
right  hand  to  fit : 
of  Zeh'dee'h  fons)  for  that 
myfelf  unfit. 

y  church  on  earth  would  drive 
pous  pod  to  fill : 
[  might  not  well  perceive, 
to  do  thy  will. 

i  boon  I  would  intreat 
e  Jed  by  thee. 


(  89»  ) 

To  gaze  upcm  thy  bloody  fweat 

In  fad  Geth/emane, 
To  view  (as  X  could  bear  at  leaft) 

Thy  tender  broken  heart. 
Like  a  rich  olive,  bruis'd  and  preft 

With  agonizing  fmart. 

6  To  fee  thee  bpw'd  beneath  my  guilt. 

Intolerable  load ! 
To  fee  thy  blood  for  finners  fpilti 

My  groaning,  gafping  God! 
"With  (ympathi^ing  grief  to  moun^ 

The  fofrowsof  thyfoul; 
The  pangs  and  tortures  by  thee  ^me 

In  fome  degree  condole. 

7^  There  muflng  on  thy  mighty  love, 

I  always  would  remain  : 
Or  but  to  Golgotha  remove, 

And  thence  return  again. 
In  each  dear  place  the  fame  rich  fcene 
>    Should  ever  be  renew'd  : 
No  objeft  clfe  fhould  intervene; 

But  all  be  love  and  blood. 

8  For  this  ore  favour  oft  I've  fought : 

And  if  this  one  be  giv'n, 
I  feek  on  earth  no  happier  lot ; 

And  hope  the  like  in  heav'n. 
Lord,  pardon  what  I  afk  amifs  ; 

For  knowledge  I  have  none. 
I.  do  but  humbly  fpeak  my  wifh ; 

And  may  thy  mW  \>t  iitv^* 
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HYMN     CCCXXVIII. 
PtuU. 

INNUMERABLE  foc$ 
Attack  the  child  of  God. 
feels  withiQ  the  weight  of  fin, 
\  grievous  galling  load. 

Temptations  too  without, 
3f  various  kinds,  aflault. 
fnares  bcfet  his  traveling  feet, 
\nd  make  him  often  halt. 

''rom  (inner,  and  from  faint, 
-le  nieets  with  many  a  blow  : 
I  own  bad  heart  creates  him  fmart, 
iVhich  only  God  can  know. 

Jut  tho'  the  hoft  of  hell 

Be  neither  weak  nor  fmall  \ 

e  mighfy  foe  deals  dangerous  woe, 

\nd  hurts  beyond  them  aiU 

Tis  pride,  accurfed  pride. 
That  fpir't  by  God  abhorr'd : 
what  we  will,  it  haunts  us  ftill; 
And  keeps  us  from  the  LiOrd. 

t  blows  its  pois'nous  breath, 

\nd  bloats tne  foul  with  air; 

e  heart  up-lifts  witWGod's  own  fgXts^ 

\nd  makes  ev'n  grace  a  fnaxe. 
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7  Awake— nay  while  we  fleep  ; 
In  all  we  think  or  fpeak, 

It  pufFs  us  glad,  torments  us  (ad; 
Its  hold  we  cannot  break^i 

'       <  ■  « 

8  In  other  ills  we  find  *' 
The  hand  oF  heav'n  not  flack  i 

Pride  only  knows  to  interp<^ 
.And  keep  our  comforts  hadk« 

9  *Til  hurtful,  when  perceiv'd  : 

.    When  not  pcrcpiv'd,  'tis  worfe^ 
Unfeen  or  feen  it  dwells  within ; ' 

And  works  by  fraud  or  force,    .     n 

10  Againfl  its  influence  pray^ 
It  mingles  with  the  pray'r ; 

Againft  it  preach,  it  prompts  the  fpeech » 
Be  filent,  ftill  'tis  there. 

1 1  This  moment,  while  I  write, 
I  feel  its  pow'r  within ; 

My  heart  it  draws  to  feek  applaufe, 
And  mixes  all  with  fin. 

12  Thou  meek  and  lowly  Lamb^ 
This  haughty  tyrant  kill ; 

That  wounded  thee,'tho*  thou  waflfree^ 
And  grieves  thy  Spirit  ftilU 

13  Our  condefcending  God, 

^,         (To  whomielfe  fliall  we  go  ?) 
JReniove  out  pride,  whate'er  betide  ; 
And  lay,  andV^eij  m^\o^% 


V 
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Thy  garden  is  the  place. 
Where  pride  cannot  intrude : 
>r  (hould  it  dare  to  enter  there, 
'Twould  foon  be  drown'd  in  blood. 


HYMN      CCCXXIX. 

JESUS,  thou  art  my  defire  ! 
Bow  thine  ear,  hear  my  prayer, 
^rant  what  I  require. 

Thro*  my  journey  fafely  lead  me ; 
lide  my  way,  left  I  ftray, 
3  thou  hand  that  made  me  ! 

Lo  !  thou  feeft  me  here  a  ftranger ; 
t  thy  love  faithful  prove, 
saving  me  from  danger. 

0  forgive  me  all  my  folly  ! 
ike  me  clean  from  my  fm ; 
Like  thy  Spirit,  holy. 

Bleffcd  Jefus  ne'er  forfake  me, 
f  defence,  call  me  hence, 
To  thy  bofom  take  me. 

Save  me  from  the  things  forbidden  I 
k1  of  light !  lead  me  right, 
*TiIJ  I  enter  heaven. 


•j\jON 
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7  Love  me,  Lor4»  thiQ^  Jefu's  mfirit ! 
By  thy  grace^ve  lae  fc^c^ 

And  thy  tjoly  Spinu 

8  Guide  me  thro*  my  griefs,  and  ibnows; 
O  my  God !  hy  thy  blood 

Save  me  from  thy  terrors, 

9  By  th^o  VK^y  I  J>c  defend 
From  my  foes,  fnares,  and  woe% 

Till  my  days  ar^  ended. 

to'      Then  may  I  in  peace  retire 
From  this  load,  to  my  God, 
To  the  heav'ply  q^nre. 

1 1  Rich  in  faith,  and  love,  and  duty. 
May  I  (hinc  all  divine  f 

Bright  in  perfc6l  beauty, 

12  Fi-eely  tafte  the  living  fountain! 
Take  my  feat  at  thy  feet. 

On  the  holy  mountain. 

13  Till  the  trumph  (hall  wake  the  nations; 
Free  from  pain,  may  I  reign 

In  eternal  manlions, 

14  -This  I  afk,  let  this  be  giv'n ! 
Only  this,  future  bli fs, 

Everlafting  heaven, 

HYMl 
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I    Y    M    N    CCCXXX L.M. 

Tljtf  Virgin'^  Hymn* 

Jefus  Jaid  unto  them^  All  men  cannot  recfivt  ' 
this  faying^  &c. 

h  that  is  able  to  receive  it,  let  him  receive  it. 
Matt.  xix.  11,  12. 

[EAR,  Jefu,  hear  ;  thou  Virgin's  Son, 
High  Ibated  on  thy  Father's  throne ! 
pow'r  is  thine,  our  Great  High-Prieft ; 
rant  me,  grant  me  one  requeft  ! 

irgin  let  me  ever  be, 
1  die  a  virgin  meet  for  thee ; 
lold !  to  thee  myfeif  I  give ; 
ne,  and  in  this  temple  live ! 

thin  my  flcflily  walls  abide,  . 
holy,  beauty  here  relide ; 
irms  that  alone  in  heav'n  appear, 
;  prcfence  of  my  Lord  be  here  1 

)u,  only  thou,  become  my  mate  ! 
let  mc  wail  my  ftngle  flate'; 
mourn  as  if  a  barren  tree, 
let  me  bring  forth  fruit  to  thee. 


3 
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5  LoveletmeknoWybutLorediviiiel 
CUim  for  thyfelf  this  foul  of  miae ; 
Place  my  afie&ions  all  above, 
And  oeafiire  there  my  virgin-ld^re. 

6  Take  all  my  heart)  my  tieav'nly  Spoofe, 
'  Take  thou  my  lilly,  Sharon's  rofe ; 

*  Before  thee  let  me  chafijy  tread, 
And  faithful  fly  th'  adult'TOua  bed. 

7  Ne'er  once  polute  thine  ark  again, 

8[o  earthly  wi£h  thy  temple  ftain;) 
or  meanly  give  a  mort^  part 
Of  my  devoted,  viigin-heart ! 

8  No !  Let  me  from  uncleannefs  turn  i 
(In  me  no  flames  unhallow'd  burn ;) 

^    Hate  cv'ry  fmilc  of  carnal  (in, 
And  thro*  all  nature  wander  clean* 

9  Put  thou  thy  fignet  on  my  arm. 
The  holy  fire  my  bofom  warm ; . 

*  Set  me  beyond  the  reach  of  fhame, 
My  forehead  ftamp  with  thy  new  name. 

10  Above  my  happy  place  prepare. 
Where  troops  of  fhining  virgins  are ; 
Virgins,  who  ne'er  defiled  their  name ; 
Redeemed  from  earth  by  thee  the  Lamb. 

1 1  To  this  blefs'd  court,  O  let  me  fly  i 
Here  ceafelefs  Hallelujah  cry ; 
Here  let  me  fee  my  Saviour's  fac^ 
And  take  my  evexU&\iv^^\^t\  . 


W^'S^ 
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:  me  ufe  my  tuneful  tongue, 
rn  the  new,  the  virgin's  fbng  ; 
L  me  love  thy  faints,  and  thee, 
e  be  my  eternity ! 


Y     M     N      CCCXXXI. 

lY  to  our  God  be  given, 
-fe,  and  blifs,  on  earth  peace, 
oy*d  in  heaven ; 
who  to  God  arc  turning, 
eyes  to  the  ikies, 
/oar  griefs  and  moufning^ 

ith'd  in  fweet  falvation, 

•  tears,  hears  your  pray'rs, 

your  tribulation ; 

)mes  to  help  the  friendlefs, 

ith  pow/r  to  reftore 

>  triumphs  endlefs.  ^ 

me,  thou  root  of  J^eji^ 

;  Morning-ftar 

3n  me,  and  blefs  me : 

lare  my  Saviour's  merit, 

m  all  my  time, 

is  light  inherit^ 

,  tho'  by  many  Ibrrows, 
clean,  tho'  with  pain, 
f  heavier  terrors ; 


V.^v 
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■ 

Let  abundant  woes  befet  me^ 
So  thy  grate  give  me  peaCe  ;    . 
And  thou  not  forget  me. 

5  Sink  me  into  deep  oppreffion, 
So  thy  pains  purge  the  (buns 

Of  my  vile  tranfgreffioii ; 
Author  of  my  life  relieve  me, 
{x)ok'oh  me,  gracioufly^ 

O  my  God,  receive  me.   • 

6  Jefus,  GitMi  of  my  fiilvation) 

*  Pardon ^ivc,  let  me  live'      ' 
Bv  thy  death  and  paffion;. 
Lord,  I  know  there  is  no  cure 
But  thy  blood,  Son  of  God, 
This  fhall  make  me  pure. 

7  This,  my  deareft  Saviour,  give  me, 
Seal  me  thine,  thou  be  mine^ 

Then  from  earth  receive  me; 
Haften,  thovi  delire  of  nations, 
From  below,  take  me  to 

Heavenly  habitations. 


HYMN      CCCXXXiL %A 

I  Look 'd,  and  on  mount  Zion  flood, 
A  Lamb  dy'd  red  in  his  own  blood ; 
A  Lamb  appear'd  as  newly  flain, 
Surrounded  by  a  ^*vyuiv^v\^\x\* 
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t  Peculiar  thtife  atteitd  che  Ltmli, 
Their  foreheads  bear  the  Father^s  hame ; 
Favour'd  alike,  alike  belov'd, 
With  him  in  prindbly  pomp  they  tnov'd. 

j  Spotlefs  before  the  dirone  they  ftood^ 
Made  perfeft  by  Immanud's  blood, 
They  fliine  where  he  his  glory  fliews. 
Following  the  Lamb,  where'er  he  goes. 

^  VirffinSy  whom  earth  could  ne'er  allure, 
Unftain'd  their  fouls,  and  chafte,  and  pure ; 
Who  only  lov'd  a  dying  Lord, 
-  And  find  him  liow  their  great  reward. 

^  Garments  more  white  than  fntfw  they  wear» 
Their  vefts  from  all  defilcm«?nt  clear ; 
No  earthly  wifh,  nor  woman *s  fmite 
Cou'd  e'er  their  ft«dfaft  heart  4>eguile* 

C  Jefus  alone  had  all  their  heart, 
Nor  dar'd  they  give  a  creature  part ; 
And  now  they  fhare  the  Saviour's  blood, 
The  firft  fruits  of  the  Son  of  God. 

J  The  morning-ftars  together  fing, 
The  fons  of  God  their  praifes  bring; 
And  proftrate  low  before  the  throne. 
Each  heav'nly  fpirit  lays  his  crown. 

9  This  heav'n  Mejftah  freely  gives 
To  all  who  in  his  name  believes  : 
A  palm  of  peace,  an  end  of  O.rife  ; 
A  reft  from  toil,  a  crown  of  life. 


(  4oa  ) 

I 

g  Rife  then,  my  foul,  Chrift  d)!'d  for  thee, 
Purchased  a  blefs'd  eternity ; 
Shall  I  refufe  what  he  wou'd  give  ? 
No — Rife,  my  foul,  believe,  and  live. 


lo  Strive  in  that  little  flock  to  fliare. 
From  guilt,  and  all  pollution  clear ; 
Nor  red  till  thou  to  heav'n  (hall  climb, 
Beyond  th'  imperfed:  joys  of  time ! 


1 


HYMN    CCCXXXIII S.M. 


SING,  O  my  fpirit,  fmg, 
The  Lord's  redeeming  love, 
And  let  the  congregation  join, 
And  all  his  mercies  prove. 

2  Who  ?  Who  can  fay  I  thirft  ? 
TJien  to  the  fountain  come; 

Freely  partake  of  milk  and  wine. 
And  pricelefs  bear  them  home. 

3  Ye,  who  are  hungry,  come. 
For  you  the  Chrift  was  giv'n  ; 

Take,  eat  his  flefh,  and  drink  his  blood, 
Andtafle  the  fruit  of  heav'n. 

A       Ye  finners  dead  in  fin, 

Jefus,  and  heav'n  receive; 
Jiarlots,  publicans,  and  thieves, 
Only  believci  and  \vve. 


.Os« 
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lome  to  your  Saviour's  crofs, 
[o  more  in  Egypt  ftay ; 
;  Lamb,  the  Viftim,flain  thereon, 
akes  all  your  fins  away. 

Ve  all  have  gone  aftray, 
'hro'  Adam's  fearful  fall ; 
may  wc  hope — The  Virgin's  Child 
k  ranfom  paid  for  all. 

Ind  all,  who  feek  his  face, 
hall  full  redemption  know, 
thin  their  breads  in  ceafelefs  ftreams 
The  well  of  life  (hall  flow. 

"he  Spirit,  and  the  Bride 
nvite  our  fouls  to  peace ; 
ne  ev'ry  fmner,  hear  the  call, 
Vnd  fhare  jfthovah*s  grace. 


HYMN       CCCXXXIV. 

POOR  finners  indeed, 
We  come  to  our  head : 
As  wandering  a  troop 
erhave  wander'd,  and  yet  have  got  hope. 

We  no  more  dcfire 
To  offer  ftrange  fire, 
Orfet  up  again 
idol,  our  wifdom,  which  hath  the  Lamb  {laltv« 

Bb  2  ^'^^'^ 


1  4^4  1 

g  No,  Lord,  wcLdifclaim 

All  helps  but  thy  name : 
Our  error  we  ibe, 
How  fbnd  of  our  goododl^i  Im>w  fli^itiog  of  thi 

4  Like  fheep  we  have  ftray*d, 
Have  in  the  Lamb's  ftead 
Our  righteouihels  nnn'd ; 

But  now  we're  convinc'di  and  iire.ibrely  a{hi9i 

5  On  this  our  beft  friend 
Alone  we  depend  ; 
£aGh  ilaff  throw  afide, 

And  ev'ry  foundation,  but  him  thjit  blth  i)f\ 

6  We  Icnow  when  we  lean 
On  others,  we  fin : 
Xho*  on  our  beft  frame. 

Our  gifts,  grace,or  virtues,  we  grieve  our  dear  La 

7  Our  habits,  and  good, 
We  leave,  and  the  blood 
We  only  behold, 

Which  bought  us,  when  we  to  the  devil  were 

8  We  all  difregard 

But  Chrift  our  reward : 
And  nothing  efteem 
But  Jefus  the  martyr,  and  much  we  love  him 

9  If  fweet  be  our  frame, 
Wc  thank  his  dear  name ; 
If  bitter,  we  pray. 

And  Jefus  To  \ov!uu^^\v^  \.^V«&U.away. 
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Or  if  it  remain. 
And  we  are  iit  pain^ 
We  chearfuUy  bear, 
nd  thank  our  kind  Saviour,  who  iiifiers  it  theri;. 

Our  willa  we  give  up, 
And  drink  the  dreaa  cup ; 
Becaufe  this  we  fee, 
^hat's  good  for  us,  Jefus  knows  better  than  we. 

Thus  happy  and  well, 
Believing,  we  dwell 
So  near  the  Lamb's  heart, 
tat  while  we  are  with  him,  we  mind  not  our  fihart,- 


HYMN      CCCXXXV. 

NOW  that  I  have  founds 
Which  no  man  can  found. 
That  fountain  of  blifs, 
(veil  of  falvation,  that  Peari  of  great' priiet' 

His  glory  I  view. 
And  (ink  very  low, 
When  hirri  I  behold 
ilgotha  dying,  to  fave  his  lov'd  fold ! 

I  fee  on  the  wood, 
Abas'd,  in  his  blood,- 
Whom  angels  adofe, 
mgledand/prinkledwithteaiis  s^d^^^gsKcX ;. 
,    B»3  \^t 
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4  MyGodlefpy^ 
SubmittiDs  todiei 
And  lo!  'tit  for  me 

He  laogttifl^s  yonder  upon  the  €U|!«'d  tree* 

5  With  rev'rencc  profound 
I  fall  on  the  ground, 
And  kifs  him  afreih, 

And  own,  to  redeem  me  the  Woud  woj  Mutr 

6  O  God,  whSit  am  I  ? 
What  didft  thou  efpy 
In  me  finful  duft. 

That  thou  fo  wert  humbled  to  (ave  mn-whea 

7  Nought  elfe  could'ft  thou  be 
Butmllyanme, 

Thy  love  brought  thee  down. 
For  me  thy  great  merey  thee  drew  from  thy  tl 

8  For  this  yet  again 
I  bow  to  the  roan. 

The  Lamb,  my  dear  God, 
Who  in  pur  frail  nature  once  made  his  abode 

9  Amaz'd  I  confefs 
The  myft*ry,  and  blefs 
.My  Saviour,  and  fay 

My  fins  thou  didft  (dying)  wa£h  whoUy  awa] 

10  Before  thee,  ^ear  Lamby 
With  deep  and  true  fhame, 
MyfcU  1  iibhot. 

And  tbankfu\l7  Je^^^  ^«s\w»  ^^«». 
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HYMN       CCCXXXVI. 

1   T  Love  thy  name, 
X  Thou  holy  Lamb, 
Who  on  the  tree 
Didft  bleed  and  die  for  me, 
And  fo  the  robe  I  wear, 
Bought' ft  dear ; 
For  which  my  knee 
I  bow  to  thee, 
And  tell  abroad 
How  "kind  thou  art  and  good. 

s  The  glad  report 
(Of  ev'ry  fort) 
Many  thoufands  hear, 
And  unto  thee  repair : 
Thou  wilt  refufe  none  room 
Who  come, 
But  open  wide 
Thine  arms  and  fide, 
And  take  them  in, 
Tho'  deeply  flain'd  with  fin. 

3  Thy  ev'ry  wound, 
With  depth  profound! 
Thy  little  church 
Is  favoured  ftill  to  fearch, 
Wherein  {he  room  defcries, 
And  flies 
With  all  her  care. 
And  throws  in  there 
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Herfinindwoe; 
bids  others  do  fo  to6» 

• 

4  In  ev'ry  place 

Her  feed  nave  peace : 

In  banifhment 

They  learn  to  be  content, 

Becaufe  they  furely  proves 

His  love, 

And  know  he's  plcas'd  . 

When  they  are  eas'd : 

So  caft  their  care 

On  hio),  who  will  it  bean 

5  This  when  opprels'd 
I  do,  and  reft 

I  find  as  foon 

As  I  the  thing  have  done ; 
Ail  then  is  well  and  calm ; 
The  Lamb 
.  Makes  me  fit  down. 
And  thankful  own. 
He  kll  atchieves 
For  him  who  but  believes. 

6  Some  fpend  in  vain 
Their  ftrength  and  pain. 
In  feeking  what 

The  Lamb  fo  dearly  bought ; 
And  while  they  fcek,  they  mils 
The  blifs, , 
Becaufe  they  ftrive, 
And  don't  believe :' 
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Bv  wbrks,  not  faithy  ^ 

Tney  tire  themfelves  to  death. 

J  But  truly  wife 
Their  works  defpife, 
'And  all  befide 
But  this,  Our  Saviour  dyd: 
This  they  look  at,  and  mind, 
And  find 

The  righteoufnefs. 
The  joy,  and  peace : 
They  happy  then 
Sit  down,  nor  feek  in  vain. 


HYMN     CCCXXXVII. 

i   A  TY  Lord,  my  God ! 

iVX  Thy  wounds  and  blood 

My  refuge  are 

From  (in,  the  law,  and  fear: 

Here  have  I  liberty 

To  pry  ; 

What  angels  fain 

Wou'd  found,  I  can ; 

And  fweetly  fee 
"    Thy  blood  was  fhedTor  Ae, 

a  My  joy,  my  peace, 
My  tighteoufnefs, 
My  wifdom  too, 
My  holinefs  art  thou; 
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Thou,  me  ledeem'ft  ^^onc  t 

I  own 

No  other  mine: 

No:  I  decline,  '  ..'-^ 

I  hate,  difclaim. 

And  flight  oi/ but  the  Lambb      .    . 

3  Forlrfaavefoiuid 
The  fiimeft  ground, 
Whereon  I  reft. 
That  is,  my  Saviour's  breaft  ; 
There  bj  faith  I  lean: 
On  fin, 

'   On  doubt,  and  dread^ 
I  glorious  tread ; 
And  live  by  faith 
In  my  Redeemer's  deaths 

4  Thus  I  poffefs 
True  happinefs, 
Becaufe  I  fee 
Upon  mount  CalxuLfyt 
My  Lord  and  deareft  Friend 
Did  end 

My  (in ;  and  there 
My  curfe  he  bare : 
So  bought  my  peace, 
And  brought  in  rightcoufne(s» 

5  This  1  believe  ; 
And  1  receive 
My  life,  the  Lamb, 
Believing  m  Vi\&  nvmi^v 

^4    • 
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Kor  yet  for  more  I  care, 

But  here 

In  Chrift  I  fee 

My  liberty ; 

Nor  farUier  rpaiDi 

For  now  I  am  at  home. 


HYMN      CCCXXXVIII. C.M^ 

» 

LET  wars  and  famines  be  abroad, 
At  home  be  broils  and  deathj 
I  {hall  be  happy  ftill,  for  God 

Supports  my  foul  by  faith»  .      ^ 

Let  pale  difeafes,  plague,  and  fword, 

Run  through  the  (inful  land;. 
I  (hall  be  fafe,  whilft  thou,  my  Lord,^ 

Preferv'ft  me  in  thine  hand. 

Others  may  wail  departed  friends. 

And  lofs  of  goods  and  fame  ; 
When  thefe  are  not,  their  comfort  ends. 

As  when  men  dream  a  dream. 

JBut  tho'  the  mountains  fhould  be  naov'd^  -'" 

And  feas  tempefhious  roar ; 
If  Jefus  whifpers,  My  BcUro'd^ 

I,  Lord,  will  care  no  more» 


5  What  can  I  iofe  if  I  have  thee? 

Or  what  (hould  make  me  fear  ? 
If  Chriil  is  mine,  whafs  death  to  me? 
Diftrcfs,  difeafe,  or  war  ? 

6  Can  nothing  pluek  me  from  his  haadi? 

Then  I'll  rejoice  in  God ; 
Tho*  men,  and  hell,  before  me  ftand^ 
And  Ere,,  and  wrath,  and  blood* 

7  Tho*  ev'ry  vine,  and  fig-tree  loo, 

Nor  bud,  nor  bloflbm  yield } 
Tho'  barren  be  the  fruitful  ewe. 
And  dcfolate  the  field* 

8  Tho'  bleating  lambs,  and  lowing  beafls 

No  more  adorn  the  (lall, 
I'll  ftill  be  glad  in  God  my  reft, 
I'll  joy  in  him  'riiidft  all. 

9  Tho*  rough  and  thorny  be  my  road, 

And  frowning  all  I  fee. 
My  work  is  with  the  Lord  my  God^ 
It  (hall  go  well  with  me. 


HYMN     CCCXXXIX. CM. 

1    T^O  men  defire  a  fong  of  me; 
JLJ     Let  me  my  fubjeft  chufe ; 
Let  my  Belov'd  my  fubjeft  be, 
And  then  1  cwv't  i^^\3ife* 
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M  fiiireft  ef  (en  thoufandy  I 
Will  make  my  pleafing  theme  : 
is  love.L  &Bg^  ius  conftancy, 
His  beauty  and  hi€  name. 

»  comely  was  he  that  he  fiole. 
With  one  fweet  look,  my  heart : 
;d  captive  my  enamour 'd  foul. 
Ana  fiU'd  with  love  and  fmart* 

mg  was  I  fick  to  be.  aflur'd 
He  lov'dand  valu'd  me: 
6  knew  it,  and  my  eafe  procur'd. 
And  mov'd  my  roifery« 

;  bare  my  grief ,  and  let  me  lay 
My  head  upon  his  bread : 
len  foftly  wip'd  my  tears  away. 
My  fears,  my  trembling  ceas*d. 

le  half  of  his  amazing  love, 
I  cannot  ever  tell : . 
hat  ftill  I  ev'ry  moment  prove, 
Is  fure  unfpeakabie. 

very  beautiful  befide, 
So  more  than  fair  and  bright; 
lat  if  he  looks  upon  his  Bride, 
I'm  ravifh'd  at  the  fight. 

;a  he  is  altogether  good, 
Should  any  afk  his  name ; 
e'scall'd,  the  Naz*rene  roU*d  in  5lood; 
But  his  right  name's  the-Lamb. 


{4«4)  : 
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SMath'day  Morning. 

1  T  T  7ELC0ME,  fwcet  day  oF  reft, 
VV       Ihat  faw  the  Lord  arifc  ; 
Welcome  to  thi^  reviving  breaft, 
And  thcfe  rejoicing  eyes ! 

s  The  King  himfelf  comes  near, 
And  feafts  his  faints  t6>day : 
Here  we  may  fit,  and  fee  him  here, 
And  love,  and  praife,  and  pray. 

3  One  day  amidil  the  place 

Where  our  dear  God  hath  been, 
Is  fweetcr  than  ten  thoufand  days. 
Of  pleafurable  (in. 

4  Bid,  r.ord,  our  fouls  to  ftay 

In  fuch  a  frame  as  this, 
And  when  thoucall'ft  for  them  away, 
Waft  them  to  endlcfs  blifs. 


HYMN     CCCXLI. L.M. 

For  Nezv-Ycar's  Day. 

1  nPHE  new-born  Babe,  whom  Mary  bore, 
A     Jefus,  God  blefs'd  for  evermore ! 
Brings  in  another  year  of  grace 
for  his  beloved  c\iofew  x^c^« 
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rherefore  the  angels  do  WjoS'ciei 
Since  'tis  their  pleaCure,  joy  and  choice 
To  be  with*u8 :  they  fmg  fo  mild, 
^  God  is  with  mankind  reconcii'd." 

(ft  God  in  heaven  now  out  friend, 

Who  then  would  fear  a  flrengthlefs  fiend  ? 

We  neither  hell  nor  devil  fear. 

Since  Chrid  the  Child  prote6);s  us  here. 

He  brings  along  a  year  of  praife,' 
Why  dp  we  then  complain  always? 
Be  glad  my  foul,  arife  and  blefs 
This  child  who  changes  our  diflrefs. 


HYMN      CCCXLII. 

LAMB,  Lamb,  O  Lamb, 
With  eyes  of  flame, 
So  through])'  prov'd, 
So  griev'd,  and  yet  fo  lov'd; 
My  heart's  not  mine,  not  mine; 
•Tis  thine. 

My  Lamb  once  flain  !  thy  crofs,  thy  pain. 
Thy  blood,  thy  toil. 
Have  claim'd  it  for  their  fpoil. 

The  bloody  fweat, 
Which  with  fuch  heat 
I>id  from  thee  flow,  . 
Bedew 'd  the  earth  below : 
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Each  drop  of  which  warm  flfiod    , 

Ofb|ood«  / 

Each  curfe  hath  drown*-d|  that  can  be  found 

In  all  God's  book, 

And  to  us  vengeance  fpoke* 

3  Let  the  world  hear ! 
God's  Son  and  heir, 
Who  to  us  came. 

And  for  us  bore  the  blame, 

And  truly  thirty  year 

Liv*d  here, 

Delpis'd  and  mean,  and  then  was  flain  : 

The  ranfom  he 

For  all  the  world  and  me. 

4  Thereby  Til  ftand 
With  life  in  hand  : 
Me  help  afford 

To  bear  this  witnefs,  Lord : 

That  many  may  embrace 

This  grace ; 

And  this  good  news  will  we  diffufc 

In  ev*ry  land, 

The  Lord  will  bv  us  ftand. 


HYMN      CCCXLIIL L.M, 

1      A     Voice  more  fweet  than  A^efs  groans, 
XjL   From  Jefus,  for  our  fin  atones  : 
His. bleeding  woundb,  no  vcng'ancc  feeks, 
Each  drop  of  Wood  out  ^^1^w\^^^ks* 
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Before  the  Judge  of  all  we  comei 
Hisname^  his  nature  we  afTume ; 
Perfed:  in  him,  in  him  fecure, 
Wo  know  our  call)  our  fonfhip  fure. 

Hither  approach  ye  lab'rlng  throng, 
Weary  with  toil,  and  wand'ring  long : 
CoQde.  baitk  to  Jefus !  fhare  his  peace, 
Freely  receive  his  righteoufnefs ! 

Come  all  who  know  your  poverty ! 
Ye  naked  fpuls,  who  cannot  buy  : 
For  you  !  for  you  the  Lamb  was  giv*n, 
Your  open  door !  your  way  to  hcav'n ! 

Dra^.Xiear,  and  his  falvation  prove ! 
His  everlafting !  precious  love : 
Tafle  of  the  Lord,  and  yoii  will  own, 
Salvation  is  in  Chrid  alone ! 


H    Y    M    N    CCCXLiy. L.  M. 

Morning. 

TO  thee,  Almighty  God  of  grace, 
We  come  our  early  dues  to  pay ; 
To  thee  we  offer  all  our  praife, 

The  firft  fruits  of  the  dawning  day« 

Our  morning  fong  thy  love  proclaims, 

O !  let  it  mount  above  the  fkies ; 
Well-pleafing  as  thofe  facred  flames. 

Which  from  the  golden  aUzLT  nfc%  ' 

Cc  ^^^ 


.A 
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g  In  Jefus  we  prcfumc  to  (ing, 

Thro*  him  thy  throne  wc  compafs  round; 
Our  facrifice  of  praife  we  bring, 

Till  time  (hall  end,  and  heav'n  be  found 


HYMN     CCCXLV- ^L.M- 

1  TN  God's  name  we  our  way  will  go, 
JL  His  help  and  grace  is  all  we  fue : 
The  Father's  goodnefs  us  to  day 

In  foul  and  body  keep,  we  pray. 

2  May  Chrifl  our  leader  be  and  guide, 
Still  on  the  path  with  us  abide, 
The  fiend's  device  from  us  avert, 
And  always  keep  our  roving  heart. 

2  Prevent  us,  left  we  harbour  pride ; 
Left  we  in  our  own  ftrength  confide,    • 
Shew  us  our  weaknefs,  let  us  fee, 
We  have  our  pow'r,  our  all  from  thee* 

4  Enrich  us  always  with  thy  love  ; 
Our  kind  profeftor  ever  prove ; 
Thy  fignet  put  upon  our  breaft. 
And  let  thy  Spirit  on  us  reft. 


HYM 
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f    M    N    CCCXLVI L.M. 

AKE  my  foul,  and  with  the  fun 
hy  daily  llage  of  duty  run ; 
>fFdull  floth  and  joyful  rife, 
he  morning  facrifice. 

icious  time  mifpent,  redeem^ 
efent  day  thy  laft  efteem ; 
;  thy  talent  with  due  care, . 
Great  Day  thy felf  prepare* 

erfation  be  fincere, 
nfcience  as  the  noon-tide,  clear; 
low  th*  all«feeing  God  thy  ways, 
thy  fecret  thoughts  furveys. 

ehce  of  the  light  divine, 
>wn  light  to  others  fhine  ; 
11  heav'n's  propitious  rays, 
t  love  and  chearful  praife. 


:    Y     M    N    pCCXLVII. 

»E,'my  foul !  adore  thy  Maker; 
Vngels  praife,  join  thy  lays, 
them  be  partaker. 

Cc  2  ft1E%fitvt!t 
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a      Father^  Loid  dicv^ry  lpirit| 
In  thy  light  lead  me  right, 
Tfa^po*  my  Saviour's  morit, 

3  Never  cafl:  me  from  thy  prefencci 
TiU  my  (bid  fhall  be  full 

Of  thy  blefled  effence. 

4  O  my  Jefusy  God  Almighty, 
Pray  for.  me,  till  I  fee 

Theein  &/b^  cit|r« 

5  Holy  Ghoft,  by  Jc£is  given^ 
Be  my  guide,  Idk  itiy  pkide 

^hut  ii^e  out  of  heaven* 

6  Thou  this  night  wafl;  my  protefior. 
With  me  ftay  all  the  day 

Ever  my  aireftor. 

7  Holy,  holy,  holy  Giver 
Of  all  good,  life  and  food. 

Reign  adoir'd  for  ever  i 

8  Glory,  honour,  thanks  and  bleffingi 
One  in  Three  give  methee^ 

Never,  never  ceafing. 
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H    Y    M    N      CCJCXLVIII. 

EVSNING. 

ERE  I  fleep,  for  cv'ry  fijkvour 
This  day  fliew'd  by  my  Qod^ 
I  will  blefs  my  Saviour. 

O  my  Lord  what  (hall  I  tender 
To  thy  name,  ftill  the  fame. 
Gracious,  good  and  tender  ? 

Leave  me  not,  but  ever  love  me.; 
Let  thy  peace  be  my  blifs, 
iTiir  thou  hence  retnove  me. 

Vifit  me  with  thy  falvation : 
Let  thy  care  now  be  near, 
Round  my  habitation. 

Thou  my  rock,  my  guard,  my  tow*iy 
Safely  keep  while  I  fleep, 
Me  with  all  thy  pow'r. 

So,  whene'qx  in  death  I  flumber. 
Let  me  rife  with  the  wife, 
Counted  in  their  number  I 
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H    V    M    N    CCCXLIX.— LM. 

1  pH>R  all  the  bleffibgs  of  the  day, 
JL    Humble  thank%iyipg  let  us  pay ; 
And  when  tQ  ehdle&'  day  we  foar. 
Our  praife  (hall  be  for  evermore  f 

2  Hail  dear  Redeemer!  live  andreigu 
Thou  Lamb  lor  finful  mankind  flam : 
Preferver  of  the  ranfom'd  ra<;e, 
Exalted  high  initruth,  and  grace  t 

3  Our  guide,  thou  all  the  day  haft  been, 
O  fave  U8,  Lord,  from  this  day  Vfin  t 
Remain  our  Saviour  flill,  and  be  ' 
Our  hope,  our  guai:d  eternally  ! 

4  To-iiight  thy  mantle  gracious  fpread. 
Upon  us,  and  around  our  bed :. 

And  led  our  thoughts  (hou'd  thee  difpleafe 
Dire^  them  to  thy  only  praife  !  ,      ' 

5  Into  thy  hands  we  (finful  duft) 

Our  fouls  commend,  our  bodies  truft  ; 
Nor  doubt  we,  hut  our  only  Friend 
Loves,  and  will  love  us  to  the  end.    - 
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HYMN     CCCL. L.M. 

[5  LESS'D  be  the  God,  whofe  tender  care 
3  Has  kept  me  from  the  fowler's  fnarc ; 
.nd  fav'd  my  life  another  day, 
crmitting  me  again  to  pray.  ' 

ord,  what  am  I,  that  thou  (hould'fl  be 

0  kind,  fo  merciful  to  me  ! 
!ow  many  now.  in  Tophd  lie,, 
/ho  have  not  finn'd  fo  much  as  I?' 

Lcrcies  unnumber'd  with  thee  dwell, 
3r  1,  tho'  loft,  am  out  of  hell ; 
raee  may  be  had  and  pardon  giv'n^ 
nd  freely  I  may  enter  heav'n. 

!  could  rebellious  fpirits  tafte 

hefe  golden  feafons  they  have  paft  ; 

r  live  again  thefe  mifpent  days, 

ow  would  they  fpend  them  all  in  praife! 

►  may  I  fpend  this  life  of  mine, 
Ivation's  glorious  feafons  fhine 

1  me;  that  J  may  all  improve, 
)rd,  to  the  glory  of  thy  love. 

Love !  what  can  a  (inner  fay  ?       . 
'hat  for  thefe  mighty  favours  pay  ? 
1  nothing !  Lord,  for  I.  am  poor ; 
ve  me,  I'll  praife  thee  evermore. 

Cc  4  V^-S.^?^^ 
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HYMN     CCCLL 


1  TXT'I'^^  chearfui  heart  I  clofis  ny  eye% 

VV      Since  God  won't  from  me  move  ; 
And  in  the  morning  let  me  rife^ 
Rejoicing  in  thy  love 

2  Or^  if  this  night  (hall  prove  my  laft^ 

And  end  my  tranfient  days ; ' 
Lord  take  me  to  thy  promis'd  reft, 
Where  I  may  ftngthy  praife»  , 


HYMN      CCCLIL 

WHEN  I  clofc  my  eyes  to  (kitnher^ 
And  my  fenfes  lie  afleep, 
Let  my  "waking  heart  the  number 

Of  thy  mercies  tell  and  keep. 
Fill  me  with  thy  facred  love, 
That  I  dream  or  things  above. 
And  keep  clofe  to  thee  my  Saviour,. 
Even  in  my  night's  behaviour. 


L 


HYMN     CCCLIIK 

ORD  we  are  thy  inheritance. 
The  puFc\utc  i^^  xiv^  \k\\\fcx  ^-^xv  v 
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This  was  thy  Father's  firm  decree. 
When  all  our  (buls  he  gave  to  thee» 
So  we  in  thy  bled  name  now  fleep^ 
Becaufe  the  ang6ls  watch  do  keep, 
The  bleffed  holy  Trinity, 
Be  prai&d  to  eternity. 


HYMN      CCCLIV. 

CHRIST,  everlafting  fource  of  light, 
AH  things  lie  naked  in  thy  fight  y 
Thou  fplcndor  of  thy  Father's  face, 
Teach  us  la  tread  the  paths  of  gnfce.. 

We  come  t'  implore  thy  fov'reign  might,. 

To  keep  us  fafe  this  inilant  night.  **^ 

The  fechle  flefh  keep  chade  and  pure. 

And  let  us  reft  in  thee  fecure* 

^  And  when  our  eyes  are  bound  in  ileep, 
The  lamp  of  faith  ftill  burning  keep ; 
And,  oh,  fuftain  us  while  we  reft. 
And  hn  remove,  fo  are  we  bleft* 

[  Great  Guardian  of  thy  Chriftian  flock^ 
Thy  prefence  be  our  faving  rock  j 
The  ioul  thou'ft  ranfom'd  by  thy  blood, 

^  Unite  with  thee,,  th'  eternal  good. 


HYMH 
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H    Y    M    N      CCCLV. Q.K 

Ckrift's  Nativity. 

1   /^OME,  ye  redeemed  of  the  Lordi 
Vy     Your  grateful  tribute  bring; 
And  celebrate  with  one  accord 
The  birth-day  of  our  King. 

a  Let  us  with  hunible  hearts  repair 
(Faith  will  point. out  the  road). 
To  little  Btthlehcm;  and  there 
Adqre  ourjnfant-God. 

3  In  fwaddling  Ijands  the  Saviour  view!' 

Let  none  this  weaknefs  fcorn. 
The  fcebleft  heart  fhall  hell  fubdue, 
Where  Jefus  Chrifl  is  born, 

4  No  pomp  adorns,  no  fweets  perfume 

The  place  where  Chrift  is  laid. 
A  flabie  ferves  him  for  his  room  j 
.  A  manger  is  his  bed, 

5  The  crowded  inn,  like  fmners  hearts^ 

(O  ignorance  extreme  \) 
For  other  gueftsof  various  forts 
Had  room  ;  but  none  for  him, 

6  But  fee  what  different  thoughtsarife 

In  ours  and  angels  breaft. 
To  hail  his  birth  they  left  the  fkies; 
IVe  lodg'd  ViVavm\.\vvV^\i^-*^%* 
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t  let  believers^ceafe  their  fear% 
Nor  envy  heav'nly  pow'rs : 
Gnlefs  innocence  be  thdrs, 
Redemption  all  is  ours. 


HYMN      CCCLVL 

£T  us  all  with  grateful  praifes 
J     CeFebrate  the  happy  aay, 
hen  the  lovely  loving  Jefus 
Firft  partook  of  human  clay : 
hen  the  heav'nly  hoft  aflembled, 
[^az'd  with  wonder  from  the  fky : 
gels  joy'd,  and  devils  trembled, 
>Jeither  fully  knowing  why* 

ng  had  Satan  reign*d  imperious 
rill  the  woman's  promis'd  feed, 
rn  a  babe,  by  birth  myfterfous, 
3ame  to  bruife  the  ferpent's  head, 
jfti,  dear  babe,  hispowY  within  us. 
Break  our  chains,  and  fet  us  free. 
II  down  all  the  bars  between  us, 
rill  we  fly,  and  cleave  to  thee. 

spherds  on  their  flocks  attending, 
shepherds  then  in  night-time  watch'd, 
V  the  meflenger  defcending, 
from  the  court  of  heav*n  difpatch'd. 
ams  of  glory  deck'd  his  miflion, 
3uifting  thro*  the  veil  of  night. 


Fear  poHefsM  iJiem  at  the  v'Am 
Sinners  tremble  atthciight* 


4  Dove-like  meeknefs  gpac'd  hia  viGige^ 

Joy  and  love  fhone  round  his  bead^ 
Soon  he  chear'd  them  with  his  meffage: 

Comfort  flow'd  from  all  he  faid. 
"  Fear  not,  fav 'rites  of  th*  Almighty, 

"  Joyful  news  to  you  I  bring; 
*'  You  have  now  in  Damd*&  city, 

*^  Born,  a  Saviour,  Chrift  the  King., 

5  <<  Go  and  find  the  Royal  (banger 

"  By  thefc  figns.    A  babe  you'll  fcc^ 
^'^  Weak,  and  lying  in  a  manger, 

«  Wrapt  and  fwaddled ;  that  is  he.** 
Straight  a  hoft  of  angels  glorious 

Round  the  heav'nly  herald  throng, 
Utt'ring,  in  harmonious  chorus, 

Airs  divine ;  and  this  the  fong. 

6  "  Glory  firft  to  God  be  given 

*'  In  the  higheft  heights;  and  then 
"  Peace  on  earth,  proclaira'd  by  heav*n, 

•'Peace, and  great  good  will  to  men."^ 
Thus  they  fang  with  rapture  kindling 

In  the  fhepherds  hearts  a  flame, 
Joy  and  wonder  fwcetly  mingling  : 

All  believers  feci  the  fame. 

7  Loj  fwcet  babe,  we  fall  before  thee. 

Jefus,  thee  we  all  adore 
To  thee,  kingdom,  pow'r,  and  glory, 

Wc  afcriVic  iox  cv^imoi^^ 

•  ^  « 


^ 
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^lory  to  our<56dbe  given 

In  the  higheft  heights ;  and  then 

^cace  on  earth  brought  down  from  heaven. 
Peace,  and  great  good  will  to  men. 


HYMN     CCCLVIL— -L,  M. 

^     TESUS,  all  praife  is  due  to  thee, 
J    That  thou  wert  pleas'd  a  man  to  be  : 
A  virgin's  womb  thou  didft  not  fcorn, 
And  angels  fliout  to  fee  thee  born.       HalUlujafu 

^  The  blcffed  Father's  only  Son 
Did  chuie  a  manger  for  his  throne ; 
The  cverlafting  Sovereign  Good 
AiTumes  our  feeble  fle(h  and  blood.     HaUclujahm 

Q  Whom  earth  could  not  contain  nor  fkies, . 
He  on  a  woman's  lap  now  lies ; 
He,  who  the  world's  foundation  laid. 
Is  now  a  littl^  infant  made.  HalUlujafu 

^  Th*  eternal  fplendor  is  in  fight, 
Affords  the  world  its  faving  light. 
And  drives  the  clouds  of 'fins  away. 
To  make  us  children  of  the  day.         MaUdujaK 

5  The  Son,  th*  Almighty  God  confefs'd. 
Became  in  his  own  WorJd  a  gueO: ; 
And  open'd,  thro'  thiswotla  of  ftrife, 
A  way  to  ev^ilaftiag  life,  HgJUlu^aV^ 


I  • 

6  For  therefore  poor  on  earth*  he  amt^  / 
That  we  might  aU  his  riches  claims 
To  make  us  lieirs  of  ekidlers  blUi^ 

With  all  thofe  darling  fainu  of  his.     HMji 

7  For  us  thefe  wonders  hath  he  wnx^h^ 
To  (hew  his  love  furpaffing  thought : 
Then  let  us  all  unite  to  fing 

Praife  CO  our  new-bom  Gcidmnd  King.  &IUf 


HYMN.     CCCLVin.-— L.Bt 

1     A    Little  child  is.bom  for  you^ 
XJL  Of  a  pure  virgin  chafte  and  true  ;' 
And  this  almighty,  weakly  boy 
Shall  be  the  caufe  of  ail  your  joy, 

a  It  isXhrift  Jefus,  God, the  Lord, 
Who  will  to  (inners  help  afford ; 
Your  Saviour,  who  will  make  you  free 
From  all  your  (in  and  mifery. 

3  He  brings  with  him  falvation's  (lore. 
Which  God  the  Father  did  before 
Appoint  for  all,  that  to  him  cleave. 
To  iivCi  fince  they  on  him  believe* 

4  And  now  obfenre  the  iigns  with  caire. 
The  figns,  poor  rags  and  manger  are; 
There  you  will  End  the  infant  Kin|^ 
Whofe  pow'r  upho\dfi\!bL  «si'.rj  ^I^tsi%» 


(  43*  ) 

joice  with  all  our  heart, 
ti  the  fhepherds  foon  depart, 
what  prefents  from  above 
:s  with  this  his  Son  of  love. 

my  heart,  my  foul  and  eyes ! 
Lat  in  yonder  manger  liesl 
J  that  little  lovely  child  ? 
ft,  by  whom  we're  reconcil'd, 

e,  O  welcome,  noble  gueft  ! 
lers  not  defpifed  haft, 
ft  into  our  milery  ! 
li  I  pay  due  thanks  to  thee  ? 

Creator,  without  end ! 
ildft  thou  fo  low  condefcend, 
and  fteep  on  wither 'd  grafs, 
it  of  the  ox  and  afs. 

le  world  did  thoufands  hold, 
with  precious  ftones  and  gold, 
efe  worlds  by  far  would  be 
ftill  too  mean  for  thee. 

)elovcd  Jcfus  dearl 
a  clean  loft  bed  prepare 
"or  ever  in  my  heart ; 
ora  thee  will  never  part. 


HYMN 
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HYMN      CCCLIX. 

1  A   LL  glory  be  to  God  on  high, 
JTjl  Yc  fons  of  Adam  fill  the  flty, 

With  praife  and  thankfulnels ; 
Cody  from  an  everlafting  love. 
Decreed  with  his  dear  Son  aboire 

A  finful  world  to  blefs. 

2  Stand  {llll,aud  Ae  what  God  hath  done. 
He  had  but  one  beloved  Son, 

And  him  he  freely  gave : 
For  whom  was  this ;  but  for  a  race 
OFcurfed  finners,  vile  and  bafe? 

Yet  all  he  came  to  fave. 

3  All  glory  to  th'  eternal  Son, 
That  he  mod  freely  did  put  on 

Our  fliefli  and  mifery : 
That  he,  our  God,  a  man  was  made. 
And  bore  our  curfe,  our  ranfom  paid, 

By  bleeding  on  the  tree. 

4  He  as  a  poor  mean  child  was  born. 
His  birth  no  palace  did  adorn, 

A  manger  was  his  bed  : 
Look,  look  upon  this  rifing  Sun, 
TiU  tears  of  love  thy  eyes  o'er-run. 

This  babe  is  Chrifi  our  head. 


YC^ 
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HYMN     CCCLX .CM. 

For  Good'Ffiday* 
HAT  oljefir's  this^that  meets  my  eye% 


From  out  JfcrufalenCs  gate  ? 
Which  fills  my  mind  with  fuch  purprifc. 
As  wonder  to  create  ?. 


.^ho  c^n  it  ht  that  groans  beneath 

A  crofs  of  malTy  wood  ? 

^hofc  foul's  o'crwhclm'd  w^th  pains  of  deaths 

And  body's  dropping  blood  ? 


Who 
Ac 

Whofc 


Is  this  the  man,  can  this  be  he, 

The  Seers  h^ve  foretold 
Should  with  tranfgreffors  number'dbc,. 

And  for  their  crimes  be  fold  ? 

Yes  now  1  know,  'tis  he;^  'tis  he !. 

Ev'n  Jcfus  God's  dear  Son ; 
Wrapt  in  mortality,  to  die. 

For  crimes  that  I  had  done.^ 

0  bleflcd  fight  I  O  lovely  form  i 
To  llnful  louls  like  rae  : 

I'll  creep  bcfide  him' as  a  worm,. 
And  fee  him  die  for  me. 

I'll  liear  his  groans,  and  view  his  woutids^ 
Until  with  h4ippy  John^ 

1  on  his  bread  a  place  have  found, 

Svyceetly  to  lean  upon. 

Do  WXVl^ 


\ 
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HYMN    CCCLXL L.M. 

1  T  Sing  of  one  who  tniirtyr'd  was 
JL  Under  Tiberius  Cafa'^s  i^ign  : 
Whom  Pilatt  fcntenc'd  to  the  crofs,'. 

Whom  Jews  by  wicked  hands  have  fUin. 

« 

2  I  fing  hbw/much  his  foul  endured, 

When*DOund|  how  firm  knd  meek  he  ftood; 
When  cv'ry  chaii?)  and  ,ev*iy  cord. 

Wrung  his  dear  hands,  and  fetch'd  the  blooc 

3  Htrad  and  Pontius  Pilate  too. 

By  ij^fle/'s  cruel  children"  fir'd. 
Unite  to  load  the  Lamb  with  woe. 
And  bruife  him  as  they  them  de(ir'd« 

4  His  fav'rite  people  (tho*  his  own. 

When  unto  them  he  came)  profefs'd^ 
They  never  knew  God  had  a  Son, 
And  fo  defpis'd  him  like  the  reft. 

Q  To  thefe  the  traitor  Judas  came, 

And  to  their  hands  his  Lord  betray 'd  : 
Prefented  to  their  rage  the  Lamb, 

And  heap'd  more  Tbrrows  on  his  head« 

6  Then  to  the  fm iters  turn'd  he  meek. 

Who  fmote  his  cheeks  and  tore  his  hair. 
The  plowers  alCo  ^low'd  his  back. 
Their  fcouxjt^m^^\w^VxawH^ there. 
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7  Naked  they  made  the  Saviour  ftand^ 
Yet  cover'd  with  difgracie  and  blood ; 
Then  for  a  fceptre  in  his  hand. 

They  forc'd  a  reed,  and  mocking  ftood. 

^8  Conftant  he  bore  the  fhame  unmov'd  ^ 

At  all  the  inj'ry  to  him  done ; 
For  yet  ev'n  thofe  that  mock'd  he  lov'd, 
And  took  their  blows,  and  rail'd  at  none. 

•Q  A  crown  of  thorns  (the  dire  efFefti 
Of  (in  and  death)  he  patient  worfe ; 
A  robe  they  gave  him,  this  lie  decked 
With  drops  of  tears,  and  facred  gore. 

vo  This  done,  they  then  (from  court  to  court, 
Juft  like  a  fbeep  when  fhorn  is  dumb) 
The  Mader  hail ;  the  meaner  fort 
Him  a(k,  When  will  thy  kingdom  come  ? 

■  Al  Thus  round  Jerusalem* %  city  led, 

Opprefs'd  with  wrath  divine,  his  foul, 
They  bring  him  (bow'd  his  facred  head) 
Forth  to  the  mountain  of  a  fcull. 

^2  Here  as  he  travell'd,  fore  and  tir'd. 
Bearing  the  crofs,  the  heavy  tree. 
He  fainted,  and  well  nigh  cxpir'd, 
Between  two  thieves  hiscompany. 

I 

ft 3  But  raift'd  Hill  greater  griefs  to  know, 
His  body  to  the  crols  they  bound  ; 
His  hands  and  feet  the  nails  bor'd  through, 
W)iile  men  derided  all  around. 

Dd  2  l/^T\YC«iti 


1 4  Three  tedious  hours  he  (lifted  up    : 
A  viftim  on  th'  accuHed  wood) 
Drank  the  deep  dregs  of  that  dire  cup 
Of  gall  and  wormwood  mix'd'  by  God^ 

h%  Men  fawy  but  hid  away  their  face ; 

His  friends  far  off  ftooH  looking  on ; 
None  help'd,  ncfr  could,  for  all  their  race 
Had  (inn^d,  and  all  their  pow'r  was  gone» 

1  &  At  l»ft,  'Hsjinijk%  loud  he  ciy'd, 

And  ftrait  deps^rted  back  to  heav'rt ; 
Confirm'd  the  things  for  which  he  dy*tf; 
Confirm*d  our  peace,  our  fin  forgiv'n,. 

1 7  He  dy'd,  and  countl'efs  armies  view'd 

Their  MaRrer  breathe  his  lateftbre^th, 
And  fhouted  while  he  (roHM  in  blood,) 
O'ercame  the  pow'rs  of  hell  and  death!. 

1-8  He  dy'd,  but  lives  for  evermore ! 

Lives  in  his  faints,  and  on  the  throne  r 
This  is  the  Lamb  whom  I  adore; 
This  is  the  ma»,  I  (ing  alone. 

19  Let  my  right  hand.  her.  art  forget, 

Ere  I  another  praife  befide ; 
Or  ceafe  to  fing  his  bloody  fweat, 

His  griefs  and  pain,  and  how  he  dy'd; 

20  Live  Jssus  !  ever  live  and  reign^ 

Exalted  far  ©''cr  ev'ry  name  \ 
Live,  O  defpifed  Nazarene  I 
Exalted  GOIK  ^tv^\iV&^^v«^^VK^a  I 
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HYMN     CCCLXIL CM. 

For  Eaftet'Day* ' 

* 

I   T  T  AIL,  holy  Lord !  I  joy  to  fee 
XjL     Thou  haft  a  conq  u'ror  been : 
Teach  me  to  (hare  thy  viQory, 
And  triumph  over  (in. 

«  I  thank  thee  Jefus  for  thy  death,     v 
•Thy  blood  and  fuff 'rings  too  ; 
I  thank  thee  for  the  holy  faith 
'  By  which  thy  wounds  I  view ! 

3  I  thank  thee  for  thy  Qiofj  and  pain. 
For  all  thou  haft  endur'd, 
For  rifing  from  the  dead  again : 
My  dear  Almighty  Lord, 

^  No  more  I  now  may  dread  the  tomb. 
For  'tis  a  hallowed  place; 
*Tis  fweet'ned  with  the  bcft  perfume, 
And  lin'd  with  heav'nly  peace. 

5  Nor  will  I  fear  to  die,  for  me 
Thy  riling  juftifies : 
With  thy  dead  body  glorioufly, 
I  know  I  fliall  arife* 

* 

O  »  8  H  Y  A 
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HYMN    CCCLXIII. — -L.M. 

1   TJ  EJOICE,  thou  Lamb's  beloved  bride  I 
J\.  All  griefs  and  tears  now  lay  alide : 
With  chearful  hearts  now  let  us  (ing. 
The  rcfutrcaion  of  our  King,  HaUdeJA^ 

3  He,  having  triumph 'd  over  death. 
Now  re-a{fumes  his  vital  breath : 
The  angels  wait  with  watchful  eyes, 
^     And  joy  to  fee  their  God  arife.. 

3  Our  inly-near  beloved  Lord 

Has  well  perform'd  his  promised  word; 
And  now  would  have  his  fpoufc rejoice;. 
He  loves  to  hear  her  chearful  voice, 

4  Let  us  then  join  the  angelic  throng 
In  finging  to  our  Lamb  a  fong : 
Salvation  to  our  God  and  King, 
Whofe  death  did  ourfalvation  bring.. 

5  Blefling  and  praife  we  give  to  thee,  ' 
That  thou  from  death  hafl  fet  us  free  ; 
Thy  refurreftion  from  the  grave 

Shews  plain,  that  thou  haft  pow'r  to  fave^ 

6  Thy  blood  fliall  wafli  our  garments  white, 
Thy  blood  fliall  make  our  faces  bright. 
And  chce.*^*^  y  we'll  meet  our  Head, 
We  know  for  us\v\^>aVi^AN«^'5k^'eAl 
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Aftonlih'd,  at  thy  footdool  lovr 
With  humble  thankful  fouls  we  bow  !' 
Our  words  can  never  fully  tell 
What  in  our  melted  fouls  we  feel ! 


H    Y    M    N       CCCLXIV. 

1  T  Tl  7ELCOME  bleft  day  of  fWcet  rcpofc, 
V  V    Whereon  the  Son  of  God  arofe, 
And  chac'd  away  our  fear ; 
.    The  day  that  God  hath  fee  apart, 
To  gladen  every  troubled  heart : 
And  dry  up  every  tear. 

2  Welcome  bleft  day  of  folemnjoy. 
And  pleafiire  that  can  never  cloy, 

Eternal  Ufe  begun : 
Let  all  in  earth  and  heaven  record,. 
The  glories  of  their  rifen  Lord ; 
The  wonders  he  hath  done ! 

3  Welcome  thou  birth-day  of  our  hope^. 
That  we  (hall  (land  upon  the  top 

Of  Sion's  facred  hill : 
With  ail  the  raptur'd  hoft  above,. 
See,  the  dearooje&of  our  love ; 

And  do  his  perfedwilL 

4  This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made, 
Rejoice  and  be  exceedipg  glad,. 


(  440  )    . 

Yc  dear  peculiar  race ; 
Exalt  him  with  a  hean  fmcerCy 
His  boundicfs  power  and  fway  revere^ 

And  triumph  in  his  grace. 

5  Your  every  a6lion,  word,  and  thought, 
Your  life,  your  all,  to  him  devote, 

\yho  bought  you  with  his  blood  ^ 
Let  him  your  great  examplar  be, 
And  loudly  (hout,  'tis  he !— 'tis  he  !— 

Redeem'd  us  unto  God !  HalUkji 


HYMN       CCCLXy. 

1   Q  EE  Jcfus,  our  Deliv'rer  great, 
O  Rihng,  his  vift'ry  to  complete  ; 

In  vain's  the  feal  and  (lone  1 
O  grave,  where  is  thy  viftory  ? 
Here,  here,  thy  mighty  Conqu'ror  fee; 

Rifing,  he  leaves  the  tomb. 

t  Awhile  he  with  his  favorites  (lay'd, 
Stength  to  their  feeble  faith  convcy'd. 

Then  mounts  the  ftary  iky  : 
The  heav'nswith  acclamations  ring. 
To  welcome  their  viftorious  King, 

And  fhout  his  vi6lory. 

3  Mindful  of  all  thy  favours,  now 
Jn  gratitude  v/e  lpTO&x^\fc\sosR 
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Before  thy  loving  firce : 
rive  all,  anembled  in  this  hour, 
'o  feel  thy  refai^eduon^s  pow'r. 

And  (ing  redeeming  grace* 

Nearly  to  every  heart  difplay 

'hy  (acred  bloody  wounds  this  day; 

Each  drooping  heart  inflame : 
.efrefh'd,  we'll  then  unwearied  go 
ilong  this  wilderneTs  below. 

And  fprea^  thy  righteous  fame* 

sfus,  when  will  the  hour  appear, 
hat  we  thy  powerful  call  fhall  hear. 

And  round  thy  throne  attend  ? 
^hen  fliali  we  Jee  thee  face  to  face, 
ind  join  above  to  fing  thy  praife, 

Eternity  to  fpend  ? 


HYMN      GCCLXVI. 

CHRIST  the  Lord  is  ris'n  to^y  • 
^>  Sons  of  men  and  angels  fay, 
.aife  your  joys  andtriumphshigh, 
ing  ye  heav'ns,'and  earth  repiy« 

.ove's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
ought  the  fight,  the  battle  won : 
•o !  our  Sun's  eclipfe  is  o'er, 
.0 !  he  fets  in  blood  no  more* 


^Nvktw 
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3  Vain  the  ftone,  the  watch,  the  feal^ 
Chrift  hath  burft  the  gates  of  hell: 
Death  in  vain  forbids  his  rife^ 
Chrift  hath  open'd  paradife. 

4  Lives  again  our  glorious  Ring, 
Where  O  death  is  now  thy  fting? 
Once  he  died  our  (buls  to  fave. 
Where  thy  vi6loryj  O  grave  ? 

5  Soar  we  now  where  Chrift  has  ledj 
Foll'wing  our  exalted  Head, 
Made  like  him,  like  him  we  rife^ 
Our*s  the  crofs,  the  grave,  the  ikies*. 

6  What  tho-  once  weperifh'dall. 
Partners  of  our  parents  fall ; 
Second  life  we  all  receive. 

In  our  heav'nly  Adam  live. 

7  Hail !  the  Lord  of  earth  and  heav'n^. 
Praife  to  thee  by  both  be  giv'n ; 
Thee  we  greet  triumphant  now. 
Hail!  the  Refurreftion-^Thou ! 

8  King  of  Glory !  Soul  of  Blifs ! 
Everlafling  life  is  this — 

Thee  to  know,  thy  pow'r  to  prove, 
Thus  to  fing  and  thus  to  love. 


H^ 
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*  .O!    >    '       '■<<»*  *i   ■"■  !"■•' 


1    Y    M    N     CCCLXVIL— :^S.  M^ 
Cknfi's  InUro^ffMu 

•  r 

WELL !  the  Redeemer^  gone 
T*  appear  before  our  God, 
o  fprinkle  o'er  the  Earning  throne 
With  his  atoning  Uood*. 

No  fiery  vengeance,  now,     . 
No  burning  wrath  comes  down  ;; 
:  jufticecalj^  for  ilnners  blood, 
The  Saviour  (hews  his  own.. 

.  ^     .    ..     •        •     ■•'... 
Before  hi^  Fatncr'$  eye,  » 

Our  humble  fuit  he  moves ; 

he  Father  lays  his  thunder  by. 

And  looks,  and  fmiles,  and  loves*. 

Now  may  our  joyful  tongues 
Our  Maker's  honours  ling:' 
5fus  the  Prieft  receives  our  fongs, 
And  bears  *em  to  the  King. ' 


■■"  '*«■ 


H    Y    M    N     CeCLXVIII. 

For  WhitSunday. 

'^  RANTED  is  the  Saviour's  prayer^ 
wT  Now  defcends  the  Comforter ; 
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Brings  his  layings  to  our  mind : 
Heavenly  teacher  of  mankind ! 

2  Come,  divine  and  peaceful  gueft^ 
Enter  now  our  waiting  hre^ft ; 
Holy  Ghoft,  each  heart  infpixe. 
Kindle  tibcre  the  gofpel-&e»   ! 

3  Crown  the' agonizing  firife^ 
Principle,  and  Lord  of  life ; 
Life  divin«  in  us  renew. 
Thou  the  Gift  and  Giver  too  ! 

4  Now  defcend  and  fhake  the  eartfa^ 
Wake  us  into  fecond  bhth  ; 

Now  thy  quick'nincr  influence  give, 
Breathe;  and  thefe  dry  bones  fhalilfve! 

5  Brood  thou  o'er  our  nature's  nighty 
Darknefs  kindles  into  light; 
Spread  thine  overQiadowing  wings, 
Order  from  confufion  fprings. 

6  Pain  and  fin,  and  forrow  c;:afe. 
Thee  we  tafte  and  all  h  peace ; 
Joy  divine  in  thee  we  prove. 
Light  of  truth  and  fire  of  love* 


HY 
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HYMN     CCCLXIX. L.M. 

t 

^  EJOICE,  rejoice  ye  fallen  race, 
A^    The  day  of  Pentccoft  is  come ! 
KpcSt  the  fure  defcendin^  grace, 
Open  your  hearts  to  maKC  him  room*. 

ur  Jefus  is  gone  up  on  high. 

For  us  the  bleffing  to  receive  ; 
.  now  comes  dreaming  from  the  {ky^ 

The  Spirit  comes  and  tinners  live, 

ifTembled  here  with  one  accord, 
Calmly  we  wait  the  promis'd  grace^ 

he  purchafe  of  our  dying  Lord-r-* 
Come,  Holy  Ghoft,  and  fill  this  place  t 

« 

lehold  to  thee  our  fouls  afpire,* 
And  languifh  thy  defcent  t&meet ;. 

Lindle  in  each>thy  liying  fire,  ^ 

And  fix  in  every  heart  thy  feat» 

l^ifdom  and  ftrength  to  th^e  belongs, 
Sweetly  within  our  bofoms  move. 

Tow  let  us  fpeak  with  other  tongues 
The  new  flrange  language  of  thy  love. 


HYMN 
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HYMN      CCCLXX a  M. 

At  tht^BiHk  of  a  Child. 

1  'TPHE  Lord  hath  fccn  our  fitter's  pain  J 
X      Hath  heard  hi^  handmaid's  cries-: 
Nor  cou'd  he  long  to  help  refrain. 
Her  prayers  pierc'd  the  ikies  ! 

2,  She  now  remembers  not  for  jcy  ! 
The  angulih  late  (he  bore : 
Her  pangs  are  ceas'd !  her  tears  are  dry-, 
Her  travailing  groans  are  o'er. 

3  Thou  brought'ft  with  forrow  to  the  birth, 

The  offspring  of  her  womb  : 
And  help'd  thy  daughter  to  briiig  forth, 
Soon  as  her  hour  was  come. 

4  So  bring  us,  and  thine  handmaid  too. 

In  fafety,  and  in  peace, 
Thro*  all  the  new-birth  f>angs,  and  woe, 
Thy  glory  to  poffefs* 

5  As  thou  our  filler  now  hafl  fpar'd, 

Haft  brought  her  through  her  fear., 
O  fpare  her  !  and  be  her  reward, 
When  judgment  fhall  appear. 

€  Appoint  her  with  thy  hofts  to  wake. 
When  death  fhall  clofe  her  eyes  : 
Our  place  bcfide  her  let  us  take, 
In  endkfs  pa.x^d.U^\ 


S^ 
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hen,  we  cannot  chufe  but  mourny 
id  full  of  grief  complain : 
n,  dear  Lord,  let  us  be  bom, 
id  leave  this  world  of  pain. 


Y    M    N    CCCLXXL— -.C.  M. 
At  prejenting  a  Child  to  txod. 

O-D AY  we  offer  thee,  O  Lamb ! 

Prefent  to  thee  to-day ; 
infant;  mark  him  with  thy  name  ; 
is  nature  wafh  away, 

thy  number  him  leceive, 
im  with  thy  people  chufe  : 
Spirit  grant  him— -let  him  live 
veffel  fit  for  ufe  1 

f  thy  wifer  hand  defign 
3  take  him  from  us  foon, 
yield— for  all  we  have  is  thine  ! 
ither !  Thy  will  be  done. 

IS,  and  on  this  child  fulfil 
hy  fov'reign  purpofe.  Lord : 
ny  wajr  fave  us  from  hell, 
nd  teach  t'efeape  thy  iword* 

srve  from  cv*ry  aft  of  fin^ 
his  infant  while  on  earth : 
le  from  original  folly  cleaa^ 
Naz^riic  from  his  t»rth« 


<>K>>» 


6  Our  fouls  (whom  many  fins  opprefi).- 
Arife,  and  gracious  free : 
And  wc  eniich'd  with  joy  and  peace^ 
Will  ceafelefs  fing  to  thee  { 


HYMN    CCCLXXII.. 
AduU-Baptifm. 

t       T^ESCEND,  cpleftial  Dove ! 
JLJ  In  cv^iy  bofotn  dwell ; 
Upon  the  prefcnt  water  move. 
While  we  the  influence  feeL 

a       Anoint  wfth  holy  fire, 

Baptize  with  purging  flames 
This  foul,  and  with  thy  grace  infpilfe^ 
In  ceafelefs  living  ftreams. 

^       Thy  heav'niy  unftion  give. 
Thy  promife,  Lord,  fulfil, 
Give  pow'r  thy  Spirit  to  receive,^ 
And  ftrength  to  do  thy  wilL 

4  Thy  ord'nance  we  obey, 
,  O  meet  us  in  the  fame  :  . 

And  with  this  water  now  convey 
The  virtues  of  thy  name.. 

5  Witnefs  to  this  thy  fign. 
And  grant  the  inward  grace : 

Let  this  thy  fcrvant  feal'd  for  thine,. 
From  Keuc^  d^^vXm  \«aR^». 
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I  Y    M    N      CCCLXXIII.: U  M. 

For  the  Lord's-Supperm 

rH  AT  doleful  night,  when  our  dear  Lord 
Into  the  garden  did  retreat, 
&  vent  his  grief  in  groans  and  cries, 
In  tears  and  in  a  bloody  fweat. 

fiatneler  to  be  forgotten  night, 
When  our  Redeemer  was  betray'd  ; 
efore  his  fuff'rings,  he  took  bread, 
-Gave  thanks  to  God,  broke  it,  and  faid, 

Take^  eat,  this  is  my  body  broke 

"  For  you"  upon  the  curfed  tree : 

•rform  this  ord'nance  as  I  do, 

And  when  you  do't,  remember  Me/ 

e  took  the  cup  too,  crown*d  with  wine, 
Blefs'd  it,  ana  to's  difciples  faid,  - 

Ij  the  New  Teftament  in  my  blood 
For  you  and  manj^othersjhed, 

II  you,  my  friends,  muft  drink  of  this^ 
Your  fin's  remifllon  here  you  fee; 
Tform  this  ord'nance  as  I  do, 

And  when  you  do't,  remember  me* 

BS,  Lord,  we  will  rejnember  thee, 
And  thy  love  more  than  fragrant  wine : 
ow  can  we  e'er  thy  crofs  forget,  * 

Which  made  thee  ours,  and  made  us  ^\xv^. 


i 


7  We'll  thus  commemorate  thy  death, 
Till  thou  appear  on  earth  again  : 
And  Lord  remember  us  we  pray, 

Make  hade  to  take  thy  pow%  and  reign. 


HYMN     GCGLXXIV. L.M. 

1  TVfO^j  congregation  of  the  Lamb, 

JL^      Draw  near  and  take  the  cup  of  God  t 
Step  here- beneath  the  Blood's  bright  beam ; 
And  drink  of  thy  Lamb's  precious  blood, 

2  That  blood  which  from  his  fide  and  head, 

Which  from  his  hands  and  feet  diftilW; 
This,  this  for  thee  indeed  was  flied 
When  he  unto  the  foe  did  yield* 


HYMN     CCGLXXV. C.M. 

1  /^OME  Holy  Ghoft,  fet  to  thy  fcal, 
V^     Thine  inward  witnefs  give, 
To  all  our  waiting  fquls  reveal 

The  death  by  which  we  live. 

2  Spe£lators  of  the  pangs  divine 

O  !  that  we  now  may  be ; 

Difcerning  in  the  (acred  fign 

His  ps^ffiou  ou  vVw^  W^^\ 
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peat  the  Saviour's  dying  cry 
[n  ev'ry  heart  fo  louc^ 
lat  ev'ry  heart  may  now  reply. 
This  was  the  Son  of  God* 


Y    M    N     CCCLXXVI ^C.M. 

''O-DAY  we're  bidden  to  a  feaft, 

Surely  a  feaft  divine  ; 
lere  Jefus  is  himfclf  received 
n  form  of  bread  and  wine. 

hat  fame  night  he  was  betray 'd, 
)ur  Lord  his  feaft  enjoin'd  ; 
which  we  might  review  his  deatb^ 
iind  ail  his  paifion  mind. 

'e  purple  wine  is  poured  out, 
'o  (hew  how  much  he  bled; 
isLb  his  facred  flefh  was  torn, 
o  broken  lies  the  bread. 

blood  of  goats,  nor  bullocks  gore 
be  peaceful  altars  ftain ; 
J  crofs  a  bleeding  viftim  bore, 
he  Lamb  of  God  was  (lain. 

Shepherd  offer'd  up  himfelf, 
o  take  away  our  (in ; 
leads  our  fteps  to  heaven's  gate, 
ud  then  iuvjtc^  us  in,  •  ^ 
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6  Together  with  tbefe  fymlx^^  Lord| 

Thy  bleiTed  felf  im^it ; 
And  letj|bvfery  fiefh  and  blood 
FeeupE  believing  heart. 

8  Let  m'ttpm  all  our  iins  be  wafh'd 
Inlhji  redeeming  blood ; 
And'letiby  Spirit  be  the  feal, 
Thai  vre  are  fens  of  God. 

7  Come  Holy  Ghoft  with  Jcfu's  love ! 

Prepare  us  for  this  feaft; 
So  (hall  we  banquet  with  our  Lord, 
'    And  lean  upoif  his  bread. 


HYMN    CCCLXXVII. ^L.  M. 

1  "piTY  a  helplcfs  finner,  Lord, 

X^   Who  would  believe  thy  gracious  word ; 
But  own  my  heart,  with  fhame  and  grief, 
A  fink  of  fin  and  unbelief. 

2  Lord,  in  thy  houfc  I  read  there's  room: 
And  vent'ring  hard  behold  I  come- 
But  can  there,  tell  me,  can  there  be, 
Amongft  thy  children,  room  for  me  ? 

3  I  eat  the  bread,  and  drink  the  wine : 

.  But  oh  I  my  foul  wants  more  than  fign. 
I  faint-,  uiAe.^s\  ^^'t^  oxv\!tv^^^ 
And  drink  1^7  b\QO^  ^s\!aR.^*lw  w* 


^ 
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'  finners,  Lord,  thou  cam'ft  to  bleed 
d  I'm  a  (inner  vile  indeed ! 
rd,  I  beli&v6  thy  grace  is  free : 
magnify  that  grace  in  mc> 


HYMN    CCCLXXViri. 

VHEN  we  take  the  facrcd  fymbols 
•Of  his  body,  bread  and  wine; 
bile  the  heart  relents  and  trembles, 
iVe  rejoice  with  joy  divine, 
us  makes  the  wcakeil  able : 
Feeds  us  with  his  flelh  and  blood, 
edy  beggars  at  his  table 
^re  the  welcome  guefts  of  God^ 

afe  thy  fears  then,  weak  believer : 
Jefus  Chrift  is  ftill  the  fame, 
ftcrday,  to-day,  for  ever ; 
Saviour  is  his  un6):ious  name, 
wlinefs  of  heart  and  meeknefs 
Fo  the  bleeding  Lamb  belong, 
aft  in  him ;  and  by  thy  weaknefs 
rhou  Ihalt  prove  that  Chrift  is  ftrorig. 


Ee  3  HYMN 
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HYMN      CCCLXXIX. 

1  QUFF'RING  Saviour,  Lamb  of  God, 
O     How  haft  thou  been  ufed  ! 
With  th'  Almighty's  wrathful  rod 

Soul  and  body  bruifed ! 

2  Wc,  for  whom  thou  once  waft  flain, 

We,  whofe  (Ins  did  pierte  thee, 
Now  commemorate  thy  pain. 
And  implore  thy  mercy. 

3  We  would  with  thee  (ympathize 

In  thy  bitter  paffion  ; 
With  foft  hearts  and  weeping  eyes 
See  thy  great  falvation. 

4  Thipe's  an  everlafting  love  : 

Wc  have  dearly  try'd  thee. 
Whom  have  we  in  heav'n  above  ? 
Whom  on  earth  befide  thee  ? 

5  What  can  helplefs  finners  do, 

When  temptations  feize  us  ! 
Nought  have  we  to  look  unto, 
But  the  blood  of  Jefus. 

6  Pardon  all  our  bafenefs,  Lord ; 

All  our  weaknefs  pity  ; 
Guide  us  ^afe\^  \i^'  x.\\n  >NO\d 
To  the  hcav'nX^'  c\V^', 
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>h  !  fuftain  us  on  the  road 
Thro*  this  defart  dreary  ; 

eed  us  with  thy  fleih  and  blood. 
When  we're  faint  and  weary, 

^id  us  call  to  mind  thy  crofs 
Our  hard  hearts  to  foften  : 

>ften,  Saviou^  feed  us  thus ;  ~ 
For  we  need  it  often^ 


H    Y    M    N      CCCLXXX. 

rHAT  doleful  night  before  his  death. 
The  Lamb  for  (Inners  flsunj 
>id  almoft  with  his  lateft  breath 
This  folemn  feaft  ordaid.* 
b  keep  thy  feaft,  Lord,  we  are  met ; 
And  to  remember  thee, 
[elp  each  poor>trembler  to  repeat. 
For  mt^  he  died,/ar  mu  Hult 

'hy  fuff'rings,  Lord,  -each'facred  fign^ 

To  our  remembrance  brings : 
i^e  eat  the  bread,  and  drink  the  wine ; . 

But  think  on  nobler  things, 
Sy  tune  our  tongues,  and  (et  in  frame  * 

Each  heart  that  pants  to  thee, 
b  (ing,  *'  Hofanna  to  the  Lamb, 

**  The  Lamb  that  dy -d  for  mc:'  -     Hal. 
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HYMN     CCCLXXxr.— aM. 

• 

1  T  ESUS,  the  Saviour  of  nl^p  Ibuiy 
J      Be  tfaou  my  heart's  delight^ 
Remain  the  fame  to  me  al^Jiy s^ 

My  joy  by  day  and  pigHt*  . 

2  Hungry  and  thirfty  after  thee^ 

May  I  be  found  each  hour ; 
Humble  iti  heart,  and  happy  kept* 
By  thy  Almighty  pow'r. 

3  Oh  !  may  I  never  once  forget 

What  a  poor  worm  I  am ;' 
From  death  and  hell  redeem'd  by  bloody 
The  blood  of  God's  dear  Lamb. 

4  May  thy  bleft  Spirit,  in  my  hearty 

Moft  fweetly  fhed  abroad 
The  love  of  God,  th'  incarnate  God^ 
Who  bought  me  with  hi^  blood, 

5  The  my  ft'ry  of  redeeming  love 

Be  ever  dear  to  me; 
And  may  the  flefh  and  blood  of  Chriit 
My  dally  manna  be* 


HYI 
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*a«i*iMi*HMMhaAUa 


[    Y    M    N    CCCLXXXU. C.  M^ 

ESUS,.  with  uplifted  hands, 

Mark'd  with  wounds  all  bloody, 
[idft  his  chofen  people  ftands^ 
Cherilhing  his  hody* 

om  t^y  fulne&^  Lord,,  impart 
Grace  and  peace  for  ever  ; 
;t  us  drink  trom  thy  pierc'd  heart 
Life  as  from  a  river, 

'e  would  nothing  tafle  or  know^ 
But  thee  crucrHed  : 
it  thy  blood  on  each  heart  floWy 
Till  we  are  fan8;ified« 

)  enjoy  the  death  and  fmart, 
Lord,  our  fouls  do  languifh  ;. 
eep  imprefs  on  every  heart 
All  thy  pain  and  anguiih» 

^hen  we  feel  thy  love's  ftrong  flasn^ 
Sin  is  difpofTeiTed : 
rant  us  this,  O  gracious  Lamb| 
When  we  are  mftreiTed^ 

5  thy  crofs*s  ful>je£b,  we 
Wait  thy  Spirit's  motion  ; 
/here  and  when  to  follow  thce^ 
Shall  be  our  devotion* 


1*1^ 
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7  Ta  thy  name,  for  evermore^ . 
Be  all  glory  giv'n  ; 
None  on  earth  will  we  adore, 
Nbne  hut  thee  in  hea^'n. 


HYMN     CCCLXXXIII. 

1  l^AITHFUL  Bridegroom,  holy  Lamb! 
JC      By  thy  church  beloved^: 
Manifeil  thy  fwceteft  name 

'  To  each  heart  approved.^ 

2  Crown  this  oroinanbe  of  thine 

With  a  folemn  hlefling  ; 
Let  our  feaft'be  all  divine. 
Each  thyfelf  poffefling ! 

3  Let  thy  fle(h  afford  us  food, 

Ev'ry  grace  to  ftrengthen ; 
Let  our  drink  be  J'efu's  blood, 
Nature's  pow*r  to  weaken* 

4  Caufe  that  bleeding  facrifice 

Once  for  finners given, 
To  appear  befoge  our  cycs^ 
Earned  of  our  heaven ! 

5  We  partake  the  bread  and  wine,- 

Seals  of  our  profeiTion  ; ' 

Of  the  inward  gci^c^  iKe  C\^n, 

Symbols  oi  t.\i^  ^^^Stf>tv* 
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MTe  commemorate  thy  d^atb^. 

While  we  arc  receiving, 
^'eeding  in  our  hearts  bv  faith, 

With  unfeign'd'thankfgiving; 

ddy  we  thus  ourtime  employ,. 

while  below  we  tarry  j 
Till  our  fouls  t'  unfading  jpy, 

Angels  come  to  carry. 


H    Y    M.   N     GCGLXXXIV.. 
After  the  Lord's-Supper. 

LORD,  accept  our  feeble  praife. 
For  the  banquet  given  ;  . 
'ho'  unworthy,  .we  would  raife. 
Hearts  and  hands  to  heaven. 

If  the  dreams  of  grace  divine> 

We  have  now  been  tafting : 
>n  the  bread,  andmyftic  wine,^ 

With  rich  comfort  feafting. 

leat  indeed  thy  flefh  we  find, 
Drink  thy  blood  fo  precious  ;- 

efus,  Saviour,  thou  art  kind,     i 
Merciful  and  gi«cious  I 

In  our  guilty  fouls  thy  rod 

Fall  with  gentle  chidings; 
ind  thou  healeft  with  thy  blood. 

All  our  ^reat  backflidings. 


\l^v; 


5  May  we  to  thy  bleeding  crofs^ . 

Soul  and  body  fallen ; 

All  for  Jefus  count  but  iofsy 

To  his  coming  haften ! 

6  Take  our  hearts  To  often  bleft^ 

Yet  fo  oft  rebelling  : 
Let  them  on  thy  bofom  reft. 
In  thy  wounds  (till  dwelling  t 

7  Now,  O  Lord,  that  we  have  fed 

On  thy  body  broken, 
Biuife  viiihin  the  Jirpmt*sheadf 
Of  thy  love  the  token. 

8  None  from  trials  are  below 

Totally  exempted, 
AU-fufEcient  grace  bcftow, 
Succour,  Lord,  the  tempted  ! 

^  Guard  us  from  the  tempter's  wiles^ 
From  the  fm  of  J^udas  ; 
From  the  world's  deceitful  fmilcs, 
Till  to  heav*n  thou  lead  us. 


H    Y    N^    N      CCCLXXXV CM. 

Funeral  Hymnsm 

1  T^riEE  we  adore  eternal  name, 
X       And  humbly  own  to  thee. 
How  feeble  is  our  mortal  frame, 
What  dying  vf onus  at\e  y<^  I 
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'afting  lives  grow  fhortcr  ftill, 
nonths  and  days  increafe ; 
v'ry  beating  pulfe  we  tell 
ves  but  the  number  lefs. 

ear  rolls  round  and  fteals  away^ 
t  breath  that  Hrft  it  gave ; 
e'er  we  do,  where'er  we  be, 
're  travelling  to  the  grave, 

:rs  (land  thick  thro'  all  the  ground 
pufh  us  to  the  comb  ; 
erce  difeafes  wait  around, 
hurry  mortals  home, 

God  on  v/h^X  a  {lender  thread, 
ig  everlafliing  things ! 
ernal  flates  of  all  the  dead, 
jn  life's  feeble  firings, 

:e  joy  or  endlefs  woe, 
ends  our  ev'rybreath ; 
et  how  unconccrn'd  we  go, 
)n  the  breath  of  death ! 

n,  O  Lord,  our  drowfy  fenfe 
walk  this  danger'ous  road ; 
four  fouls  are  hurry 'd  hence 
y  they  be  found  with  God. 


HYMN 


(4&) 


HYMN     CXCLXXXVL- 


W 


*Tis  but  the  voice  that  Jefus  fends 
To  cM  them  to  his  arms* 

2  Are  we  not  tending  upwaid  too, 
As  fad  as  time  can  move  ? 
Why  fhould  we  wifh  the  hours  more  flow, 
That  keep  us  from  our  Love  ? 

g  Why  (hould  we  tremble  to  convey 
Their  bodies  to  the  tomb  1 
There  the  dear  fleih  of  Jefus  lay, 
And  left  a  fweet  perfume. 

4  The  graves  of  all  his  faints  he  blefs'd, 

And  foften'd  ev'ry  bed : 
Where  fhould  the  dying  members  reft, 
But  with  their  dying  Head  ? 

5  Thence  he  arofe,  afcending  high. 

And  (hew'd  oiir  feet  tho  way  ! 
Up  to  the  Lord  our  flffh  (hall  fly 
At  the  great  rifmg  day. 


HYM 


(463) 


-•♦■ 


H    y    H.  :N    CCCLXXXVII C.  M. 

1  TV>T^^®"^'  come,  mediute  the  day, 
iVJl     And  think  how  near  it  Hands, 
When  thou  muH  quit  this  houfe  of  clay, 
And  fly  to  unknown  lands. 

#  (And  you,  mine  eyes,  look  down  and  view 

The  hollow  gaping  tomb ; 
This  gloomy  prifon  waits  for  you. 
Whene'er  the  fummons  come.) 

^  Oh !  could  we  die  with  thoie  that  die^ 
And  place  us  in  their  (lead ; 
Then  would  our  fpirits  learn  to  fly, 
And  converfe  with  the  dead. 

H  Then  (hould  we  fee  the  faints  above, 
In  their  own  glorious  forms, 
And  wonder  why  our  fouls  ihould  love^ 
To  dwell  with  mortal  worms. 

(How  we  ihould  fcorn  thefe  cloaths  o£  flefb, 

Thefe  fetters,  and  this  load : 
And  long  forev'ning  cd  undrefs, 
-:-      That  we  may  reft  with  God.) 

r"    ■ 

k  Wefhould  almoft  forfake  our  clay 

*  •      Before  the  fummons  come, 

And  pray,  and  wifh  our  fouls  awayy 
'       To  their  ecernail  home. 
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HYMN    CCCLXXXVilI.-*-CM 

1  TJOUSE  up,  my  foul,  the  awful  day 
J\.     Is  coming  iwiftly  on, 

When  thou  muft  leave  this  houfe  of  clay, 
And  fly  to  woiids  unknown. 

2  When  thou  muft  rife  to  realms  .of  light. 

Where  all  the  holy  dwell : 
Or  fink  with  all  the  fons  of  night, 
To  mifery  and  hell. 

3  Oh !  to  what  region  muft  thou  go, 

Where  will  thy  lot  be  caft? 

In  heav'nly  blifs,  or  hellifh  woe  ? 

When  this  (hort  life  is  paft  ? 

4  Is  Chriftthy  Saviour,  God  thy  God, 

And  heaven  thy  chofen  reft  ? 
Would'lt  thou  with  them  make  thine  abode, 
And  there  be  ever  bleft  ? 

5  Where  all  in  prompt  obedience  move^ 

Glad  to  perform  their  parts : 
Whilft  holy  joy,  and  heav'nly  love. 
Tune  all  their  tongues  and  hearts. 

6  Would  fuch  delights,  my  foul,  as  thefe^ 

Yield  happinels  to  thee  ? 
Such  work,  and  fuch  companions  pleafej 
Thro'  aVY  eicttviv^  "^ 
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7  Or,  art  thou  not  bent  fully  ftill 

Inferior  things  to  mind  ? 
A  rebel  to  thy  Saviour's  will. 
And  to  his  beauties  blind  ? 

8  'Tis  thy  concern  thy  ftate  to  know, 

And  that  without  delay  : 
And  to  what  regions  thou  muft  go, 
When  thou  haft  dropt  thy  clay. 


HYMN     CCCLXXXIX L.  M. 

Dying  in  the  faith 

X   Y  TOW  many  dangers  have  I  paft, 

XjL  And  gai  n'd  the  heav'nly  prize  at  lafl  ? 

How  many  bitter  forrows  known, 

All  now  mud  ccafe— I  have  the  crown. 

2  Grave  i  thou  may'ft  terrify  no  more ;     '     . 
Death  !  thou  hail  loft  thy  fting,  thy  Mw'r; 
Earth !  Earth  !  thy  charms  no  more  deceive ; 
Hell  tempts  in  vain  to  difbelieve. 

3  Deluded  hence  no  more  I  am, 
I  triumph  over  fin  and  fhame ; 

The  grave,  nor  death,  nor  hell  I  fear ; 

Nor  earth  can  longer  keep  me  here.  • 

4  Near  the  blefsld  courts  of  Canaan's  land,  • 
I  on  the  rock  of  ages  ftand ; 

With  fweet  contempt  the  world  I  view. 
Adieu  my  foes,  my  friends  adieu. 

Ff       '  ^^^ 


<  4« ) 

"5  'No  more^I  {qjoara'  xio#  Wilfti-  iM^ 
I  long  have  here  a  biMthen'B^ita  y 
But  now  the  joyfiil:  houi'  i»tt/tixe^' 
And  I  afcend  to  cKiHfll  A  HoBhibi 


HYMN    GCCXCU-^^lfr 

JESUS,  thy  will  be  done. 
We  part  with  joy  below,   . 
...    glad  to  fee  our  orotfaer  gone^ 
VTnere  ftreams  of  pleafure  flow : 
Departed  foid,  farewell, 
We  know  thee  now  no  more  ^ 
Till  we,  in  joys  unfpeakable, 
Meet  on  th'  eternal  fhore* 

There  at  the  judgment  bar, 

We  muft  with  thee  appear ; 
So  help  us,  Mafter,  here  to  war ; 

That  we  may  triuxriph  there* 

And  let  our  brather^s  death 

Mind  us,  that  we  mufl  die ; 
And  foon,  like  him,  reiign  oar  breatH,. 

And  fhare  eternity. 

O  may  we  fee  his  face, 
.  Where  holy  fpirits  reign ; 
And  there  hi«  happy  ibulembra66, 

Never  to  part  agaii^, 

He  MeC^dt  iSs  gaYvt  before, 

Gone  to  Kujeiatwf  %  ticA\ 
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in  the  ja)9S  for  rrernDore, 
lall  endlefs  ages  fjpend- 

d  by  the  Spirit  cotney 
id  made  in  Jefus  clean  ; 
nteVsnow  our  Father's  home, 
id  ceafes  now  from  (m : 
teach  u&f  Lordy  to  live^ 
I  at  when  thou  calPfl  us  hence, 
may  a  crown  of  life  receive, 
ir  juft  inheritance. 


I    Y     M    N     CCCXCI .aM. 

[GHT  dear  in  the  Ahnighty*s  fight, 

The  faints  put  off  their  clay ; 
borne  to  everlafling  light, 
le  fpirits  fly  away. 

blefs'd  are  they  whofe  work  is  done, 
ho  hear  the  Saviour's  word  5 
ter  my  joy,  and  fhare  my  throne, 
A.nd  banquet  with  thy  Lord.' 


*» 


t  peace  mud  fuch  a  foul  poflefs, 
ho  views  with  faithful  eyes, 
)ardon  feal'd,  his  rightcoufncls 
spar'd  in  paradife  ? 

'd  with  the  fpirits  are  the  dead, 
ho  from  their  labours  reft  ; 
'  fleep  in  Chrift,  their  living  Head^    - 
id  w^kc  m  Jefu's  breaft* 

Ff  2  ^"^^^ 
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5  No  more  let  tears  our  eyes  o'erflowy 

Nor  grief  our  fpirits  move  ; 
Our  brother  leaves  his  friends  below. 
To  join  his  friends  above* 

6  The  great  aflize  is  near  at  hand^ 

We  there  mud  all  appear 
In  milky  robes  with  Jefus  ftand; 
Or  tremble  at  his  bar. 

7  Thebaniih'd  children  foon  (hall  find 

Their  long- expected  home  ; 
£v'n  the  (incere  of  all  mankind. 
And  then  the  end  ih41  come^ 

8  When  Jefu's  jewels  are  compleat^ 

The  feed  whom  he  foreknew  ; 
Then  fhall  he  give  to  each  his  feat. 
And  crown  the  holy  few. 

9  He  haftens  now  the  number  home, 

And  having  made  them  clean, 
Aloud  he  calls,  "  There  ftill  is  room, 
«  Ye  faithfu^,  all  come  in." 

10  Mader,  go  on  to  bring  again 

Thy  fheep  from  ev'ry  land ; 
Lead  back  the  wand'ring  fons  of  men 
To  reign  at  thy  right  hand. 

1 1  Haften  thy  kingdom,  let  the  days 

Of  finfulflefhbefew; 
We  long  to  dwell  in  endlefs  praife, 
And  bid  to  Um^^^vtw. 


(469) 


HYMN     CCCXCII CM. 

1   TOEHOLD!  our  brother's  happy  foul 
JLJ     To  paradife  is  gone ; 
Is  gone  where  endlefs  pleafures  roll, 
To  fhare  our  Saviour's  throne. 

a  All  tears  are  wiped  fix>m  his  eyes, 
And  he  from  (in  releas'd ; 
Caught  up  to  God  above  the  fkies, 
Where  wearied  Tpirits  reft. 

3:  He  mourns  no  more  his  ftate  below^ 
His  griefs' for  ever  ceafe; 
Timely  delivered,  reigns  he  now 
In  Jefu's  holine(s* 

4-  Soon  {hall  this  body  glorious  rife, 
And,  like  our  Saviour's,  (hine ; 
Be  numbered  with  the  juft,  and  Wife. 
In  majefty  divine. 

^  Teach  us,  Almighty  God,  and  true, 
Our  fleeting  age  to  fee ; 
How  few  our  yearsj  and  evil  too. 
And  how  to  follow  thee. 

6  Prepare  us  for  the  folemn  day, 
when  we  muft  ceafe  to  live^ 
And  when  our  fouls  are  forc'd  away, 
Do  thou  our  fouls  receive. 
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HYMN      CCCXCIII. 

1  QONS  ofGod  by  ble&'d  adppiiiHi^ 
O     View  the  dead  with  Acady  eyes;. 
What  is  Town  thus  in  conrupttoo^ 

Shall  in  incorruption  rife. 
What  isfown  in  death's  diflionoui:^ 

Shall  revive  to  glory's  light  : 
What  isfown  in  this  weak  mannez^ 

Shall  be  rais'd  in  matchlek  might. 

2  Earthly  cavern,  to  thy  keeping    - 

We  commit  our  brothor!s  dufl ;. 
Keep  it  fafely,  (bftly  ileeping, 

Till  our  Lord  demand  thy  trufl. 
Sweetly  fleep,  dear  faint,  in  Jcfus, 

Thou,  with  us,  fhalt  wake  from  death. 
Hold,  he  cannot,  tho'  he  (eize  us; 

We  his  pow'r  defy  by  ^th. 

3  jefus,  thy  rich  confolations 

To  thy.  mourning  people  fend: 
May  we  all,  with  faith  and  patience^ 

Wait  for  our  approaching  end. 
Keep  from  courage  vain  or  vauntod^ 

For  our  change  our  hearts  prepare  ; 
Give  us  confidence  undaunted, 

Chearful  hope,  and  godly  fear. 


HYM 


(^^') 


Y    M.    N    CCCXCIV L.M. 

The  Commtndatory  Hymn, 

DIEU !  dear  foul,  to  heav'n  reftunij 
.  No  more  to  weep,  no  more  to  mom  ; ; 

God,  who  made  thee  out  of  clay, 
laraflife  dire6k  thy  way. 

prefcncc  of  the  ]>>rdourGod, 
)ort  thee  in  the  narrow  road; 
art  in  peace  to  Jefu'sfoet, 
re  ta^e  thy  everlafting  feat.. 

o  thy  Lord,  to  Sim  go; 
:re  flreams  of  ceafelefs.  pleafures  fiow^ 
5,  thy  guide,  thy  Saviour  prove, 
love  thee  with  eterjoallove.. 

not  that  path,  which  leads  to  God,. 

d  bold  the  way  by  JefMS  tiod ; 

brth,  and  meet^he  Uiot$,  thy  friends,, 

fhare  the  jpy,  which  never  .ends. 

Maker  all  thy  tins  forgive, 
'  he  thy  parting  foul  receive; 

he  thy  place  in  heav'o  ^repare^ 
well  till  we  fhall  meet  thee  there. . 


Ff  4  HYMN^ 
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HYMN       CCCXCV, 

1  A   H,  filler  in  JefuSi  adieu! 
JljL     Thy  warfare  is  happily  cf^er  ; 
Tl^y  fpirit  hath  fought  its  way  through. 

And  pitch'd  on  the  heav'nly  ihore : 
Thy  courfe  upon  earth  is  all  run. 

The  days  of  thy  mourning  are  pad; 
The  joys  that  above  thou  haft  won 

For  ever  and  ever  (hall  laft. 

2  O  blefTed  eilate  of  the  dead. 

The  dead  that  have  dy*d  in  th^  Lord  ! 
From  trouble  and  mifery  freed, 

And  fure  of  their  endlefs  reward : 
By  forrow  no  longer  oppreft, 

When  join'd  to  the  fpirits  above  j 
With  Jefus  in  glory  they  reft. 

They  reft  in  the  arms  of  his  love. 

3  Oh,  when  will  the  Saviour  extend 

The  arms  of  his  mercy  to  me  ? 
The  days  of  my  pilgrimage  end,.       * 

My  foul  from  its  prlfon  fet  free  ? 
When  will  the  dear  moment  arrive, 

Which  long  I  have  pin'd  for  in  vain  ? 
And  ftill  I  wou'd  die,  to  revive ; 

And  fufiFer,  with  J6(us  to  reign. 

4  Ah  1  give  me  to  bow  my  faint  head, 

My  forrowfuV  feul  Iq  tcfi^n ; 
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From  pain  everlaO:ingly  freed. 
To  link  on  the  bofom  divine : 

My  Saviour,  why  dofl  thou  delay 
To  call  a  poor  wanderer  home  ? 

Come  quickly  and  bear  me  away ; 
The  Bride  and  the  Spirit  fay,  Come. 


HYMN    CCCXCVI C.  M. 

The  LovC'Fcafi. 

I    T  ESUS !  we  bid  thee  to  the  feaft ; 
I      Come  in,  O  Lord,  come  in  : 
Eiiter,  and  fee,  and  love  the  gueil, 
And  fpeak  the  people  clean* 

t  O'er  ev*ry  foul  thy  mantle  fpread, 
In  love  our  folly  hide  : 
And  make  us  all  in  thee  our  Head, 
Compleat  andjuilify'd*. 

g  Hallow  the^eafl  in  which  we  join, 
By  being  prefent  here : 
While  all  (hall  tafte  the  kingdom's  wiiw, 
And  hidden  manna  (hare. 

4  Infpire  us  with  celeftial  joy, 
Unclofe  thou  ev'ry  eye : 
Let  blelFings  ev'ry  heart  employ, 
OilFer'd  to  thee  Moft  High  1 
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5,  Let  love  in  ev'ry  btofom  move. 

Which  floods  may  never  drowa  r  . 
The  fruit  of  jthat  eternal  love ! 
Which  we  fspm  thee  have  kno^nk 

• 

6  Forbid  that  any  evil  riic,. 
To  interrupt  our  blifs : 
Let  us  enjoy  (while  envy  dies) 
^ur  Father's  happinels*. 


-1  i 


HYMN    CCCXCVII.^ L.N 

An  EpithUanuMPi* 

t  T  TOW  much  was  Coim's  masfiage  bleft, 
XTL  When  Jcfus  ftoop'dtp  be  the  gueft.? 
How  glorious  rauft  their  feafling  be, 
When  God  was  in  the  company  ? 

2  Hither,  O  fpotlefs  Jefus  1  come, 
And  let  thy  prefence  fill  the  room, 
We  bid  thee  to  this  marriage  Lord, 
O  Come,  and  be  thou  here  ador'd  ! 

3  The  bridegroom  and  the  bride  prepare^ 
With  all  the  fouls  aflembled  here, 
Above,  a  part  in  thee  lo  claim ; 

And  fhare  the  marriagie  of  the  Lamb. 

4  Us  marry  to  our  Maker  God, 

And  feal  the  union  with  thy  blood : 
Confirm  it  by  our  fins  forgiv'n, 

The  £oieUft.^ot  ovxt  InxXuiOc^^v^'t^^ 
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R  Am6ttg  4fe€  fiumber  thou  wik  ^>leri^. 
Cover  us  with  thy  righteoufnefs : 
Let  thine  x)ur  vrcdding  garment  b©. 
When  we  afcend  to  fup  with  thee. 

i  Left  (while  we  here  *midft  mortals  ftay) 
The  creature  drawx>ur  heart  away, 
O  blefTed  Shephe»i,  elofely  joini 
Our  hearts,  and  wand'riiigfouk«»  thine.. 

}  Still  let  the  voice  behind  us  by 
(If  e'er  we  unadvifed  ftray) 
This  is  the  path ;  and  we  therein 
Will  walk,  itiilihfic  our.  cyss  have  feen.. 

t  Make  us  at  all  times  on  ourguard. 
For  trials,  andfjor  death  prepared : 
Ready  to  Leave  our  all  below, 
Hufbands,  and  wives,  and  children  too.. 

9  Nor  may  thefe  fouls  in  marriage  giv^n^ 
Foi^et  their  native  country,  heaven ; 

-  Where,  pure  as  angels,  all  fliallrfeaft, 
One  only  bride  !  for  Jefus  drefl» 

iiO  The  mamed  there  fhall  viigins  be, 
Adorn'd  with  ceafelefs  ^haftity : 
There  ev^i;y  cbikl  (hall  fbarethe  fhfone,, 
O  may  my  happy  foul  be  one  | 


HYMN 


(476) 


H  Y  M  N    cecxcviir. 

JUOGM&NTW 

1  T    O  lie  cometh  !  countlefs  trampetf^ 
X^     Blow  before  the  bloody  fign, 
'Midft  ten  thoufand  faints  and  angphy. 

See  the  Crucified  (hine. 

Hallelujah  1 

Hallelujah ! 

Hallelujah  I 
Welcome,  welcome^  bleeding  -Lamb !' 

2  Now  his  merit,  by  the  harpers, 

Thro'  th*  eternal  deep  refounds : 
Now  refplendentihine  his  nail-prints, 
Ev'ry  eye  (hall  foe  his  wounds;- 

They  who   pierc'd  him. 

They  who  pierc'd  him,<: 

They  who  pierc'd  him, 
Shall,  at  his  appearing,  walk 

3  Ev'ry  idapd,  fea,  and  mountain, 

Heav'n  and  earth,  (hall  flee  away; 
All,  who  hate  him,  muft,  afhamed. 
Hear  the  trump  proclaim  the  day. 

Come  to  judgment, 

Come  to  judgment. 

Come  to  judgment. 
Stand  before  the  Son  of  Man»  - 


^X^ 
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HYMN    CCCXCIX. L.  M. 

LET  not  fo  gr^at  a  di fiance  be, 
My  Lord,  betwixt  my  foul  and  thee ; 
Tho'  I  have  caus'd  it,  kindly  ftoop, 
And  make  thou  all  my  breaches  up* 

I  cannot  bear  to  live  unlefs 
Thy  gracious  prefence  I  pofTefs; 
I  count  my felf  a  nether  hell 
If  thou  tefufe  with  me  to  dwell. 

I  rather  chufe  to  hide  my  head 
Within  the  grave's  dcfir^d  ihade, 
Than  live,  if  thee  I  may  not  prove, 
£ach  day,  and  hour,  and  minute,  love. 

I  rather  would  that  all  niy  friends, 
And  cv'ry  gift  thy  Father  fends, 
Were  taken  far  away,  than  find 
Thee,  O  my  Saviour,  feem  unkind. 

The  greateft  forrows  man  can  bear, 
I'll  welcome  with  a  heart  fincere. 
If  thou  wilt  my  companion  be. 
And  let  me  daily  talk  with  thee« 


HYMN 
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HYMN     CCCC L.M. 

1  '^T^IS  fh-ang^,  and  ycL  'tis  true  I  ftcaf» 

X     And  (kMmble  in-  the  Uraiteft  waf ; 
I  need  our  Saviciur  toe  to  keep. 
And  lead  me  daily  ftep  by  ftep« 

2  I'm  glad  I  know  my  need,  for  I 
Am  happy  in  hid  CiDiBpany  ; 
When  he  is  with  me  I  go  well^ 
But  if  he  hides  I  wandev  &ill« 

3  Other  poor  iinner»  not  veftor'd 
To  be  familiar  with  my  Lord, 

Are  far  from  happy ;  well  they  may. 
When  always  out  of  mercy's  way. 

4  And  thofe  who  have  cnjoy'd  the  light, 
Who  knew  the  Lamb  and  walked  ri^ht; 
Ev'n  thcfe,  if  he  be  abfem,  err, 

And  faint,  and  fall,  and  fin,  and  fear. 

5  This  by  experience  I  am  taught, 
That  when  I  fee  myfelf  rn  fault 
I  look  to  Jefus,  and  he  fees 
And  fave  me  from  my  mifcrfes. 

<)  I  feel  how  I  to  fin  am  prone. 
And  fo  I  quiet  fit  me  down 
At  Jefu's  fee\.\  ^T\d  \.Vvt.x^  I  learn 
When  to  po  ^oxn^^xA,  >N\x^^\a\.vxTcw* 


(  4/9) 


HYMN      CCGCL 

1  T  T  THEN-  Via  in  Wnda|^,.tbcn  I  fee 
V  V    How  rightly  this  ischarg'd  od  itte., 

Thou  haft  tk^df  deflroy  *d ; 
So  when  my  Saviour's  Ibvc  I  vicw^ 
And  freedom  h^ve,  I  foe  'tis  true 

Thy  hdp  is  in  tf^  Goi^ 

m 

s  Inev'sy  chan^ofmindsihdfhime 
I  dare  not  thee,  my  yia^^^  blame^ 

I  know  myfe^'s  in  feult  % 
Thou  art  the  (ame^  the*  I  deca^^ 
And  change  and  t^m  ten  times  a  day  ; 

I  know  thou  changeft  not* 

3  A  Saviour  always  thee  I  prove, 
For  ever  full  of  grac^  ana  love, 

Whene'er  my  fm  I  fee ; 
Tho'  I  myfelf  in  darknefs  lead. 
And  fill  my  fottl  with  guilt  and  need. 

Thou  alvrays  fet^ft  me  free. 

^  I  find  my  help  and  flrength  art  thou  9 
I  fhould  far  from  thee  daily  go, 

But  thou  in  Chy  dear  hand 
Preferv'ft  me  ftill,  O  flill  me  keep 
Among  thy  chofen  fehowfhip, 

I'm  in  tanaarCshiid, 


^^C<C^^ 


Men  hardly  all  thy  fame  believe, 
Nor  credence  to  thy  children  give ; 
Like  Adam  all  themfelves  would  dieb 
And  hide  with  leaves  their  nakednels. 

s  One  fays  the  news  of  thee  is  good. 
Extols  in  words  the  Saviour's  blood, 
But  will  himrdf  by  works  piepare 
The  bleffed  beneBt  to  ihare  : 
Iniafifiakeojfmyjin,  he  faith. 
E'er  lam  bUJi  by  jt/u't  dealk. 

g  Another  cries  out,  I  muft  mourn, 
Muft  weep  e'er  I  again  am  bom; 
Mull  do  my  duty,  then  believe 
God  will  ihro'  Jefus  me  receive  : 
Pew,  very  few,  believe  the  Lamb, 
Can  freely  love  vile  fouls  like  them. 


(  48«  ) 

^pen,  my  Lave^  he  kindly  faid, 

And  I  toill  enter  in ; 
dy  locks  arejiWd  with  purple  detus^ 

And  torn  my  hands  by^n. 

Lt  firO:,  alas !  I  made  excufe. 

And  anfwer'd  to  his  word, 
ly  raiment's  off,  and  I'm  afhamM, 

Becaufe  I'm  naked,  Lord* 

/et  me  prepare  myfelf,  I  faid, 
(And  my  beft  prefents  bring) 

*ut  on  my  cloaths,  I'll  open  then. 
And  wait  upon  the  King. 

["his  faid,  he  waited  while  I  ftayM ; 

I  flept,  he  call'dno  more; 
(ut  filently  he  (griev'd)  jretir*d, 

And  left  my  bolted  door. 

wak'd,  but  found  my  Lord  was  gone, 

I  cry'd,  I  call'd  in  vain  ! 
Jncommon  terror  then  I  felt, 

Nor  cou'd  from  tears  refrain. 

-like  Mary  prefs'd  with  ftrangc  remorfe, 

To  all  I  faw,  I  faid, 
Vly  All  is  gone !  is  gone  from  me, 

Nor  know  I  where  he's  laid. 

>  what  a  weight  did  I  fuftain  ! 

What  torment  did  I  feel ! 
;  thought  he'd  call  no  more,  but  I 

Muft  now  be  fent  to  hell. 


9  A  dark^afblitaiy  w^. 

In  fearch  of  him  I  trod  9 
And  (ick  of  k>vc,and  faint  was  I^ 
When  lo !  appeared  xny  God ! 

to  Thro*^faUh's  blcfs'd  lattice  I  efpy'd^ 
By  glimxn'ring  light,  the.  Lamb  9 
I  wou'd  have  (ung,  but  fecret  joy 
My  happy  foul  o'ercame» 

111  thought  upon  my  formei  fin, 
And  like  one  frighted  ftood ; 
Till  with  a  fmile  he  cry'd,  My  ddldj. 
And  then  I  Giid,  My  God, 


:»^. 


HYMN    cceav. L,  M^ 

t  T  Lord,  the  prodigal  have  be^n,. 
A  My  fubftance  I  have  fpent  in  fiur: 
I  now  my  youthful  follies  fee, 
And  naked  mourn  my  mifery.^ 

2  My  innocence,  my  fpotlefs  dref» 
I've  loft,  and  all  my  righteoufnefs : 
Reduc'd,.and  made  a  ftrangcr  here'; 
Nothing  but  filthy  rags  I  wear. 

3  With  men  loft  have  fbught  to  join ; 
Wou'd  fain  have  eaten  hulks  with  fwine  : 
But  O  their  joys  tuftm't  do  for  me, 

'lis  empty  aU^  axvd^vvcdv^^ 

,«'■  .  ••■'.  •'•.;.■  ^ 

/»•'  . 


T  ■  V 


(483) 

4  For  heavenly  bread  I  pant,  I  panr^ 

I  know  I  now  begin  to  want; 
..  None  gives  my  hungry  foul  to  cat. 

None  pities  my  forlorn  eftate. 

5.  My  Father's  fervants  happy  are, 
While  I,  the  iinful^  perilh  here : 
They  have  enough,  and  plenty  knowv 
Nor  guefs  the  fbrrow  I  go  tHro'.. 

&  I'll  rife,  and  wretched  as  I  am, 
Pll  cry  to  him  from  whom  I  came  : 
Longer  my  Father  (hall  not  be 
A  ftranger  to  my  mifery. 

7-  Behold  a  (inner,  Lord,-  I'll  fay, 
Thy  fon  that  lately  went  away ; 
Mls'ry  and  fin  is  all  I  plead, 
And  want  of  grace,  and  want  of  breadi^. 

8:  See  me  thus  far  from* thee,  and  run 
To  meet  thy  poor  affliftcd  fon  ; 
And  while  I  tell  my  wretched  cafe,. 
Fall  on  my  neck  and  me  embrace* 

9^'  Bring  the  beft  robe^  thy  righteou(hefs| 
And  let  my  feet  be  fhod  with  peace ; 
Seal  with  thy  ring  my  trembling  hand,. 
And  bring  me  to  my  native  land.. 

ID  Let  all  thy  children,  now^above^ 
Rejoice  at  thy  redeeming  love ; 
€>  tell  them,  This  my  fon's  fbrgiv*ny 
And  zanfom'd  to  inhept  heav'n.-v 

G  G«  2^     ^'  V^.'Vbr. 


.«: 


^.>' 


(484) 

i  1  The  fatted  calf  for  him  (hall  bleed, 
A  feaft  (hall  for  my  child  be  made  ; 
Your  brother  (hall  poffcfs  my  peace, 
Sing  ye  to  grace,  to  pard'ning  grace. 

12  Grant  this  my  Father,  and  my  tongue 
Shall  join  in  thy  redeemed  throng  ; 
With  them  my  harp  (hall  ceafelefs  found, 
I  once  was  loft,  but  now  am  found. 

13  ril  fmg  the  merits  of  the  blood 
That  bought  me,  and  reflor'd  to  God  : 
1  finn'd,  rilfay,  but  Chrift  was  (lain. 
Was  dead,  but  am  alive  again. 


HYMN     CCCCV. 

ONCE  flaughter'd,  now  exalted  Lamb, 
We  fmg  to  thy  eternal  name, 
The  whole  aflembly  join  : 
To  yonder  harpers  harps  we  tune 
Our  folemn  fongs,  and  round  the  throne 
We  fmg  the  man  divine  ! 

Our  poor  unmeet  focicty 
Mix  with  the  happy  company 

Of  Chridians  gone  before : 
And  as  they  blefs  Mejiah's  blood 
We  imitate  l\\e\x  (btv^,and  God 

The  holy  li^mb  ^dxix^. 


(485) 

^.  Brethren  and-fifters,  all  agree 
To  fing  he  liv*d  and  dy'd  for  me, 

I  thank  him  for  his  grace  :  -',.^ 

Quickly  thy  chariot.  Lord,  fend  dowit;^  * '.  '" 
1  o  bear  us  to  the  wi{h*d-f9r  throney 

Where  we  may  fee  thy  face,  "; 

4  Or  if  thou  here  would'ft  have  us  flay 
A  longer  fpace,  lo!  we  obey. 

Only  let  us  be  furc. 
That  heav'n  is.  ours,  die  when  we^ill. 
And  let  thy  Spir't  be  with  us  flill,. 
And  we'll  defire  no  more. 


HYMN    CCCCVI. L.M. 

%■  T^ISMISS  us  with  thy  blcding,  Lord; 
JL/  Help  us  to  feed  upon  thy  word  : 
All  that  has  been  amifs  forgive, 
And  let  thy  truth  within  us  live. 

2  Tho'  we  are  guilty,  thou  art  g6od ; 
Wafh  all  our  works  in  Jfcfu's  blood : 
Give  ev'ry  fetter'd  foul  releafe ; 
And  bid  us  all  depart  in  peace. 


HYMN      CCCCVn. -S.M. 

/^^VJNCE  more,  before  we  part, 

V>^  We'iJ  blcfsthe  Saviout- s  tiiLTCkt\    . 

Gg    a  ^^Wi^ 


(  486  ) 

Record  his  mercies,  cv^ry  heart. 
Sing  ev'ry  tongue  the  lame« 

Hoard  up  his  fac red"  word. 
And  feea  thereon,  and  grow : 
Go  on  to  feek  and  know  the  Lord^ 
And  pra&ife  what  you  know. 


HYMN    CCCCVHL C.M. 

i  T    ORD,  help  us  on  thy  word  to  feed^ 
JLj     In  peace  difmifs  us  hence; 
Be  thou,  in  ev'ry  time  of  need. 
Our  refuge  and  defence. 

s  We  now  defire  to  blefs  thy  name ; 
And  in  our  hearts  record. 
And  with  our  thankful  tongues  proclaim. 
The  goodnefs  of  the  Lord. 


DOXOLOGIES. 

I. 

OPraife^the  Lord,  ye  heav'nly  hoft; 
The  fame  on  earth  be  done : 
Praife  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft, 
The  great,  the  good  Three-One. 

IL 

TO  the  great  Godhead,  Father,  Son, 
And  Holy  Sip\tk,T\ttft^\i\  0\i^ 


(487) 

Be  glory,  praife,  and  honour  giv*'^ 
By  all  on  earthy  and  all  in  heav'n* 

III. 

WITH  all  the  heavenly  hoft, 
Let  Cfiriflians  join  to  laud 
Th«  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft, 
'Our  Saviour  and  our  God, 

IV. 

THIS  God  is  the  God  we  adore, 
Our  faithful  unchangeable  friend> 
Whofe  love  is  as  large  as  his  pow'r. 

And  neither  knows  meafure  nor  end. 
Tis  Jefus  the  firft  and  the  laft, 

Whofe  Spirit  fhslU  guide  us  fafe  home, 
We'll  praife  him  for  all  that  is  pstft, 
And  truft  him  for  all  that's  to  come. 

V. 

PRAISE  God  my  friends,  praife  God,  my  foul 
Praife  God  exceeding  merciful : 
Praife  God,  ye  (hining  pow'rs  above, 
For  God  is  altogether  lovie. 

VI. 

PRAISE  God  from  whom  all  bleffings  flow, 
Praife  him  all  creatures  here  below ;    . 
Praife  him  above  ye  hcav'nly  hoft, 
Praife  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft. 


Gc  4  NW. 


{  488  ) 

VII. 

FATHER,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft, 
One  God  whom  wc  adore  : 
Join  we  with  the  heav'nly  hoft 

To  praife  thee  evermore : 
Live  by  heav'n  and  earth  ador'd. 

Three  in  One,  and  One  in  Three, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 
All  gloiy  be  to  thee, 

vin. 

TO  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft, 
Be  praife  amidft  the  heav'nly  hoft, 
And  in  the  church  below  ; 
From  whom  all  creatures  drew  their  breath, 
By  whom  redemption  blcft  the  earth, 
From  whom  all  comforts  flow. 

IX. 

GIVE  to  the  Father  praife, 
Give  glory  to  the  Son, 
And  to  the  Spirit  of  his  grace 
Be  equj;!  honour  done. 


■■*.'••    >■•■«'  ; 
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A. 

Hyma  Page 

H  !  my  dear  Mailer,  now  T  fee  14  17 

L  As  ye,  in  Jefu's  name             —  3t^  37 

ake,  awake,  Jehovah's  arm         —  45-  56 

fe  O  God,  the  heavens  bow       —  57  7a 

»arren  tree  I  long  have  grown       —  63  78 

end  ye  fouls  who  wait  for  God      -^  '71  88 

snd  thou  humble  fon  of  man         —  77  94 

end,  ye  daughters  of  the  King       —  83.  103 

lountain  are  my  fins  I  know         —  9.1  i-ia 

d  will  a  day  of  clouds  and  fire     —  109  136 

Jefus  on  mount  C^i/i/'ry  hung '       —  130  160 

ay'd  in  mortal  flefli              —  134  t66 

houfand  foes  prepare  to  war.        —  142  17.5 

ake,  and  fing  the  fong             •— ^  170  203 

ye  that  pafs  by             —             —  191  224 

thor  of  true  and  faving  faith          —  199  931 

is !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed     -—  205  237 

:ordiiig  tomy  ftate  on  earth        —  "^V^  "i.^^ 


INDEX. 

Hymn  Page 

All  Lov€  come  fweetly  bind  me    —  260  304 

Ah  my  deart  heart,  beloved  Lamb  262  306 

Away  with  our  forrow  and  fear        ^—  g04  364 

Arife  ye,  Who  are  captive  led        *—  30!  368 

A  man  there  is,  a  real  man         -~  3^^  379 

A.  voice  more  fweet  than  Abel's  groans  343  410 

Awake  my  foul,  and  with  the  fun  346  419 

A  little  child  is  born  for  you        ^—  358  430 

AH  glory  be  to  God  on  high             — ^  359  431 

Adieu  !  dear  foul,  to  heav'n  return  394  471 

Ah,  fifter  in  Jefus,  Adieu             *<—  395  47s 

B. 

BLESS'D  bethy  name,  immortal  King    10  i} 
Blefs'd  be  the  Lamb,  whofe  golden 

fleece             —                 — .  25  gt 

.  Blefs  we  Jefus—- only  he              ^—  26  3' 

Behold!  we  meet  to  worfhip  God  41  58 

Behold !  my  foul,  how  few  are  found  65  80 

3fethren  let  us  join  to  blefs            «—  73  y 

Be  witnefs  heav'n  and  earth  to-day  101  itj 

Behold!  before  the  Lgrd  we  (it         —  104  125 

Becaufe  I  am  a  flranger  here         — -  106  127 

Blood  of  the  very  bleiTed  Lamb      •—  to8  129 

Blood  of  Jefu's  wounds,  how  good  115  139 

Beloved  Saviour,  faithful  friend         —  150  1S4 

Bury'd  in  ftiadows  of  the  flight         —  163  196 

Blood  of  the  venerable  Lamb        —  219  2^5 

Behold  the  loving  Son  of  God        -^  230  209 

Behold  the  Saviour  of  the  world  243  285 
Blefl  church  of  poor  finners  fing  praife  to 

the  Lord     >      —               —  'i!^'\  ^14^ 


INDEX. 


vcd  Saviour,  Prince  of  life        — • 
re  Jehovah's  awful  throne     •^— 
iren,  thofe  who  come  to  blifs 
'd  be  the  God,  whofe  tender  care 
tld!  our  brother's  happy  foul 


a 


!>M£,  let  usfing  to  Jefu's  name 
Come,  O  Lord  Jefus,  let  me  plead 
e,  let  us  join  to  blefs  the  Lord 
lren*of  the  heavenly  King         •— 
iren  oilfrUlj  fee  what  fhade        -^ 
e,  my  Father's  family  «— 

e  guilty  Ibuls,  and  flee  away      — - 
B}  Elder  in  thy  church  and  houfe 
e,  O  my  foul,  by  Cedron  come 
e,  my  foul,  before  the  Lamb     — 
e,  defcend)  O  heavenly  Spirit 
e,  fee  us  join  our  cheaurful  fongs 
e,  thou  fount  of  ev'ry  blefflng    — 
e,  iinners  to  the  goljpel  feaft      — 
e,  ye  flnners,  poor  axld  wretched 
5,  ye  tinners,  poor  and  wretched 
6  Holy  Gholt,  eternal  God        —* 
e  Holy  Ghoft,  our  ibuls  infpiie 
B  Holy  Ghoft  I  come  Lord  our  God    2S9 
d  Satan  but  his  wifli  obuin 
;regationl  Chrift's  relation       -» 
ft,  thy  (acred  wounds  and  parffion 
e,  ye  humble  iinner-train        -« 
e,  holy  Spirit,  come  — 

i,  ye  Cbri&ianSf  &m  the  ]^\£^ 
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INDEX. 

Hymn  J 

Chrift  is  the  friend  orfinncrs             —  322*  | 

Chrift,  cvcrlafting  fourcc  of  light       —  354   . 

Come,  yc  redeemed  of  the  Lord     —  355 

Chri ft  the  Lord  is  ris^ii  to-day         —  360 

Come  Holy  Ghoft,  fet  to  ihy  fcal      —  375 

D. 

DRAW  near,  ye  fouls  of  human  race  48 

Dear  Lord,  attend  my  prayer  1:53 

Deareft  Jefus,  come  to  me             —  937 

Dear  Saviour  hear  a  (inner*)  prayer  258 

Do  men  defire  a  fongof  me             — ^  339 

Defcend,  celefUal  Dove                 •—  372 

Difmifsus  with  thy  blefling,  Lord    •—  406 

E. 

ETERNAL  Father,  hear           —  04 

Each  poor  finner  has  a  Saviour  283 

Ere  I  deep,  for  ev'ry  favour             —  348 

FATHER j  forgive  thy  forward  child  i& 

Father,  attend  my  Javiour's  groans  20 

For  him  whom  I  have  pierc'd  I  mourn  lao 

Father,  hear  the  blood  of  Jefus         — -  204 

For  all  the  bleffings  of  the  day       — ^  349 

Faithful  Bridegroom,  holy  Lamb      *—  383 

I  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft         —  »— 


INDEX. 


G. 

Hymn 
LY  to  God,  who  gave  the  word  1 2 
:at  Mafter  by  thy  Father  fent  75 
ly  falvation  hear  — -  167 

to  God  on  high  —         168 

w  exceeding  fwect  to  thofe  182 

;,  O  thou  great  Jehovah  — .  203 
in  fpirit  go  '—  —       221 

God,  thy  children  keep  —  325 
»h-Prieft,  we. view  thee  ftooping  326 
our  God  be  given  -—        331 

Is  the  Saviour's  prayer  —  368 
he  Father  praife  —         — 


H. 


'  happy  arc  the  men  wholcnow 
ar  me,  thou  dying  Lamb  of  God 
Ipha,  and  Omegil,  hail         — 
ho  third  !  who  flreams  dcfire 
utiful  upon  the  hills  — 

our'd  are  we  of  the  Lord         — 
he  Lord !  let  all  adore         — 
)thing  will  we  know  befide 
's  my  ftate,  I  know  not  how 
lifh  I  am  —  — 

>py  were  the  brethren  when 
ll  I  fpeak  my  Saviour's  worth 
ft  are  they  whofe  feet  have  found  143 
le  heart  where  graces  reign  162 

1  once  defpifed  Jefus  —  1 65 
ry  one  that  thirfts  draw  nigh  16b 
e  we,  when  guilt  is  gone    —     \1^ 
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INDEX. 


Let  others  feek  them  pleafures  new 
Let  the  churx;h  our  Saviour  bleis      -— 
Love  divine,  all  love  excelling        — - 
Lo  1  he  comes  with  clouds  defcending 
Laden  with  guilt,  Tinners,  arife        — 
Lord  make  me  faithful  to  my  call     -— 
Lord,  if  now  thou  palTefl  by  me        — 
Lamb  what  wonders  hail  thou  wrought   213 
Lord  Jefus,  fountain  of  my  life        — » 
Lord  thine  image  thou  haft  lent  me 
Long  I  itrovc  my  God  to  lov«  — 

Lord,  look  on  all  affembled  here 
Let  wars  and  famines  be  abroad        — 
Lamb,  Lamb,  O  Lamb  -~ 

Lord  we  are  thy  inheritance  — • 

Let  us  all  w4th  grateful  praifes         — 
Lord,  accept  our  feeble  praife        *— 
Lo  he  cometh  !  countlefs  trumpets 
Let  not  fo  great  a  di fiance  be  -— 

Lord,  help  us  on  thy  word  to  feed 

M. 


MISTAKEN  fouls!  that  dream  of 
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